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| To the Right Honourable, Sie 


Late Direor of his Majeſties Chan- 
cellary, and one of the Lords of His Ma- 


moſt Honourable Prvy Coun- 
a Seſſions, and Fachoques 
Sir, | 
Aving received theſe ingenious 
Hlom, from your Honour, 'I 
could not more fitly havepreſen.. 
ted them to anythanto your elf, iebeing 
moſt juſt that the nobleſt Wit of Scotland 
ſhould fly to the patronage of the greateſt 
Mecenas of Wit and Learning that the 
Nation: affords, be pleaſed therefore to- 
accept the humble indeavours to lexve 
You of, 


s 4 
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fobn Scot of Scot-Tarves, Knight, 


III 


SA 
” 


— _ vs 
ELIT INTE 
To the Reader. 


Ingenions\Reader, 


O ſay that theſe Poems are theet- 
IS ſes of a Genius, the moſt po« 
lite and verdant that ever the 
"I Scottiſh Nation produced although it be 
acommendation not to be rejected, (tor 
itis well known, that that Country hath _ 
AJafforded many rareand admirable wits). © *? 
Myer it is not the higheſt that may begiven (} * 
Yhim ; for ſhould 1 afhirme that neither 
JTaſo, nor Guzrini, nor any'of the molt 
Fneat and refined ſpirits of 7raly, noreven' 
he choiceſt of our Engliſh Poets, can 
Fhallenge to themſelves any advantages 
above him,it could not be judged any at- 
ribute ſaperiour to what he deſerves; 
or ſhall 1 chinke it any-arrogance: ro | 
A3 maintain, - 


| 


maintain;that among all the ſeverill fan- 
cies.that intheſetimrcs have exerciſed the 

Sttnice and curious judgements,chere 
bath not come forth any thing that de- 
ſerves to be: welcom'd: into the world 
with greater eſtimation and applauſe: 
And Gough he hath nor had the fortune 
tobe logenerally fam'd abroad, as many 
ethers,perhaps, of leſlc eſteeme, yer this 


is2 conſideration that cannot at alldimi- 


niſh, butrather advance his credit, For 
by: breaking forth of obſcurity he will 
attract the higher admiration, and like 
the Sun emerging trom a Cloud appeare 
at'lengch with ſo much the more torci- 
ble Rayes.Had there been nothing extant 
of him þur his Hiſtory of Scorland, confi 
der-bur the Language, how florid anc 
ornate it is ; conſider the order,and the 
prudent condu&t of his Story, -and yc 
-will ranke him in the number of th 
beſt writers,and compare himeven wi 
(Thuanw himſelfe. Neither is he lefle bay 


.pyin his Verſe than Proſe : for here 4 
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all thoſe graces met together that conduce 
any thing toward the making up ofa 
compleat and perfect Poet, a decent and 


becomming Majeſty, a brave and admi- . 


rable height, and a wit ſo flowing, that 
Jove himſelfe neyer dranke NeQtar that 
ſparkled witha more ſpritlyluftre;ſhould 
I dwell any longer ( ingenuous Reader) 
upon the commendation of this income 
parable Author, I ſhould injure, thee by 
foreſtalling the freedome of thy owne 
judgement,and him by attemptinga vaia 
deligne,fince there is nothing can ſo well 
ſet him forth as his own works ; beſides 
the loſle of time which is bur trifled a- 
way ſo long as thou art detained from 
peruſing the Poems themſelves. 


E. F. 


KRERE 


rt 


(A145 
A 


Are full as pg 

As Tempe &'re was fam'd, fince they bave nouriſh'd 
A wit the moſt ſublime that ever flonriſ d ; 

There's nothing cold, or frozen, bere contair'd, 
Nothing that's barſh,unpoliſh'd,or conſtrain, 

But ſuch an ardour 4s creates the ſpring, 

And throws a chearfulneſſe onevery thing ; 

Such ſweet calmneſſe runs through every verſe 
As ſhews how he delighted to converſe 
With filence, and bis Muſe,among thoſe ſhades 
Which care,nor buſie tumult, e're invages ; 

There would he oft, the advemtares of bis loves 
Relate unto the Fourtaines,and the proves, 

In ſuch a ſtraine as Laura had admir'd 

Her Petrarch more, had he been ſo inſpir'd. 
Some,Phoebus gives,o ſmorth and ſireaming veine, 
A ” mia bappy fancy ſome attaine, 
Others wnzo a ſoaring height he lifts ; 

But here he hath ſo crenaed all his gifts, 


A 


DEORGBRERERA 
Vpon the incomparable Poems of + | 
Mr William Drummond, + 


O praiſe theſe Poems well,there doth require 
| } The ſeife: ſame ſpirit, ang that ſacred fire. 
That firſt inſpir'd them,yet I cannot chooſe 
But pay an admiration to a Muſe 
Thet fngs ſuch handſome things ; never brake forth, 
From Climes fo neare the Beare,ſobright a worth ; 
And I beleeve the Caledonian Bow'rs 


w 


and as rich in flow'rs 
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' 1Arifbe had deb RTE 
Btebas conld bring Poetry 


-For every grace be recgive a Crown, | 
There were nit Bays coeghi Helicon ; | 
Fame conrts hu Verſe,and with immortal wings .. 

Hover: about bis Monument, and brings j 


A deathleſſe trophy to bu memory z 
uch hononr, wonld not wiſbro dje ? 


Who, for ſ# 

Never could = - cry afford a Story 
_ Of one ſo match'd wnto great Sidney's glory; - 
Or Fame ſo well vide between , 

P A LC ELITE Hawthorngen. 


Edw:, Phillips 


Poanni ScotoScoto-T arvatio Equith 
preluitri de Literatura optime merito. 


Arvati immenſos recolens labores 
Tj ure quels partes potiore primas 
Aſſcram ; haud vanis dubie Laborant 

PeFora cuiis ; 


Sive quod divz Cathedra renjdens 

Ultimz,terras babitantis annos, 

Ter quater texnos veluti ſacer fons 
Juris, & zquiz 


— 


* 
| 
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Sive _ Cxcos patriz recefſus St 

Ut ſtilo pingat mage qui polito wt 

Teſqua,& 1incultas falebras recenti "= 
Inſerat Orbi? 


is. hd 


Sive quod vates patriz minores Ar, 
( Forte noſcendi lerius necipfis. '® 
Civibas) toto celebrentar Orbe . SY 

| Vindice Scote? | 


pa 


Blandiores qu'd memorem Camanas, 
Oris antiqua prope ſede pulſas, 
+ --Scdibus pritcis prope reſtituras, . 
Aufpice Scoto ? 


x 


_ ne 


${anis quad & inſtruendos 
Artibus curz tib1,cenſibus,quos 
Ambitgpravo fcpalere Mulis 

Po Gymnalurchs. 
Sit lieet rarum patatis horum | . 
Quodlibet curz ſpecimen,fatiſcunt 
Dyin rai poltliininio recordor, 
Te duce fratrem ; 


Nempe fic olim ſtudio & Labore 
Torvas Alcides [tygiis ab undis 
 Reddiditterris domito Frifanci 
I helea monſtro, 


m_— 


* Sic eat; clari bxc monamenta vatis, 
|, Neſciant zviimperium everi 
\ Regia; alt tpernant Fhlegetorta, & Orci 


* * Jura fuperbi, 


7D. F. 
WOT IO DIE WOT AT AO 
De Guliclmo Drummondo. 


Uzſivit Latio Buchananus carmine Laudem,. 
| Et patrios dura re{pnit aure modos 
* Cuur poſit Latiis Buchananem vincere Muſis 
| - Drammondus, patrio maloit ore loqui, 
Major ut eit, primas hinc defert Scotia, vates, 
Vix inter Lattos,illefecundus erat. 
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To W.D. 


O me will not leave that Truſt to Friend,vor Heire, 
B ut their own winding - Sheet themſelves prepare | 
Fearing,perbaps ſome conrſer Cleath might (hrond 
The wormes deſcended from their noble Bloud : 
And ſhalt not thaw (that juſtlier maiſt [uſpett 
Far comrſer ftnſfe, in ſuch « dull negle 
Of all the Arts, aud dearth of Poctyy) 
Compoſe before hand thme own Elegy? 
Who but thy ſelfe is capable to write 
- APerſe, or, if they can, to faſhion it 
\ Unto thy Praiſes ? Nont can draw a Line 
} Of thy perfeit ions, bat a hand divine. 
" If thou wilt needs impoſe this Taik on ws, 
(4 greater Work thanbeſt Wits can diſcaſſe ) 
We willbat only fo far Embleme Thee, 
| Asina circle, men, the Deity. | 
A wreath of Bayes we'll lay upen thy Herſe ; 
| For that ſhall ſpeats T hee better than our Verſe 1 
That art in number of theſe Things, whoſe end, 
Nor whoſe leginning we can comprehend, 
A Star, which did the other Day appeare, 
| T*enlighten up onr dark'ned Hemniſpheare : 
Nox can we tel! nor how, noy whence it came, 
Tet feele the heat of thy adwired flame. WIS 
'Twas thox that thaw'd onr North, twas thow didſt clears 
| The eternall miſts which had beſet ua here, 
Till by thy golden Beames and powerfull Ray 
| Thou chas'd hence Darkpeſſt, and brought ont the Day. 


—_— 


Int the Sun, heh, be beſtow all Light 
5 A binders b s be ſame our be 
bim;; FI 14 et he w_e 


""M nn 5 wah of right I | 
et ſwch s t Ar 3 ” e, we WI 
Thereby are ps x forte reach thee; '£ 
Then art thou leſs 'ned, ſhould we bound thy m_ 
T”. out uafrow dull conceit, which cannot rai 
fe s beyond 4 Uuly ar T heame, nor ve 
of pi tb like unto thine in Poeſit';' 
I an reateſt Kings bave ſometimer dain'd 
Preſents from a poore mins hang ; | 
Vetgs NN beecte gave them A it bor a by ] 
Towr ; will accept a mite fr | F 
p Lovgaltbough it Uſer hrs wot you 3 8.4 
are pra fa, when { world fo do. 
Ti 
| 'S P 
Fy 
MN 
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John Spotlwood, 
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To William Drummond of 
Hawthornden. 


Never reſted ou the Muſes bed, 

Nor dipt my Quill in the Theſlalian Fontaine, - 
My raſtick, nſe was rndely foftered, 

' And flies to0 low to reach the donble monntaine. 


Then do not ſparks: with your bright Suns compare, 
' Perfeion in a Woman! workg & rare ; | 
From an untroubled mind fhould Verſes flow z 
My diſcontents make: mine too muddy ſhow ; 
And hoarſe encumbrances of honſhold care 
Where theſe remain:, tha Muſes ne're repaire- 


If thow doſft extoll her Haivre, 

Or hey Ivory Forehead faire, 

Or thoſe Stars whoſe bright refleion 
Thrals thy heart in ſweet ſubjeRtion ; 
Or when to difþlay tho feeks 

The ſnow-mixt Reſes on ber Cheekgs, a 
Or thoſe Rubies ſoft and ſweet, 

Over thoſe pretty Rows that meet. 
The Chian Painter as aſham'd 

Hides bus Pitture ſafar faw'd ; 

And the QOneen he carvdiit by, 

With a bluſh her face doth dye, 

Since thoſe Lines do limne aCreatars 


That fo far ſurpaſt her Feature. 


FT 


png thos (hew'ſt how faireſt Flora 

anke with pride the banks of Ora, 

rl pos Ferſe bor ftreames doth honour, 
grow enamoured on her, 

 Altt nh wans that ſwimin Po 

Would thiir uative brooks forgo, 

And as loathmg Phot Ons beins], 

Long to bath in cooler ſtreams. 

T ree-twrn'd Daphne wonld be ſeen 

In her G Groves to ſlomriſh green, 

And her B oughs would g ladly fpare 

To frame a garland for thy haire, 

T bat faref Ny mphs with fineſt fingers 

May thee ry own the beſt of ſingers. 


But when thy Muſe difſolv'd in ſhow'r?, As 


Wales that peerlefſe Prince of ours, 
Cropt by too untimely Fate, 
Her mourning doth exaferate 
Senſeleſſe things rd ſee thee moant, 
Stones do weep, and Trees do groane, 
Birds in dire, Fiſhes in flood, 
Beaſts in field forſake their food; | 
The Nymphs forgoing all their Bow'rs 
Teare their Chaplets deckt with Flow'rt; 
Sol himſelfe with miſty vapor | 
Hide: fromearth his por on T apor, 
And as mov'd to heare thee plaine 
Shews his griefe in ſhow'rs of rains, 


Mary Oxlie of Morpet. 
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The Firſt Part. 


I my firſt Prime, when childiſh Humours fed 
My wanton Wit, ere I did know the Bliffe 
Lies in a loving Eye,or imorous Kille, * 

Or with what S1ghs a-Lover warmeshisBed ; 

By the ſweet Theſpian Siſters Errour led, 

I had more mind to read,than lov'd to write, 

And ſo to praiſe a perfeftRed and White; 

But [God wote] knew not'what was in my Head, 
Love \mil'd to ſee me take lo great Delight, 

To turne thoſe Anriquesof the Age of Gold, 

nd that I might more Myſteries behold, 

He (et fo faire a Yo/umeto my Sight, 

That I Epbemerides laid aſyde, 

- Glad onthis bluſhing Book my Death torexd, 


'. "POEMS. 


SON, 


orcs all beneath the Adoon deaaies, = 
| Aad what by Mortalls ja this World is brought, 
Ia Tamer grent Periods ſhall returne to 


bt; - 
That faireſt S2ares Have fatall Nights and Daj 
[ know that all the Aſxſes hexvenly Layes, 
With Toyle of Spright, which are ſo dearcly bought, 
AS idle ſounds ,of fewgor none arclought, 
That there is al og higher than vaine Praiſe. 
I know fraile Books the purple Flonre, 
To whichone Morne oft Mirth and Death affords, 
T hat Love a jarrivg is of Minds Accords, 
Where Senſe and Vil bring under Reaſons Power : 
' Know whatIliſt,this all can not me move, 
But that (4/as)1 both mult write,and love. 


SON. 


Y E who (o curjoufly do paint your Theughts, 

Enlightaing ev'cy Lie in (uch a guiſe, 

That they ſeem rather to bave fallen Skies, 

ſhan of a hamane Hand by mortall Draughts, 

in one Part Sorrow (0 tormented lies, 

As1f bis Life at ev'ry Sigh would part; 

L»ve Here blindfolded ſtands with Bow and Dart, 

| here Hope looks pale, Defparre with flaming Eyes: 

Of my rude Penſill {ook not for ſuch Art, 

My Wit I find too little to deviſe 

50 high Gonceptions to expreſſe my ſmart, 

Aud ome ſay Love is faign'd that'seoo too wile. 
ſhele troubled Words and Linescenfus'd you find, 
Are like unto their Modell, avy (ck Ming. 


" 


» he 


Hy 


POEMS, 
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At egtilmnons the eniwhoþ Mat 
happicr Times was wont.to at Lovs,, . 
And thoſe 146 ſufred that blind Bey abuſe 
The noble Gifts hy iven them, from above, 
What Hetamorpboſe range is this I prave? 
My ſelfe now ls I find my ſelfe tobe, 
And thinke no Fable C:rces Tyranme, 
And all the Tales are told of c 
Verne hath taught with her Philoſophy 
My mind unto a better Coarſe to oy | 
Reaſon may chide her full,and off x 
AﬀeRions Power, but what is me? 
Who ever thinke, and neyer thinke on Ought _ 
| But that bright Cher»bize which thralls wy Thoughe, 


SON, 


H Ow that vaſte Heaven intiel'd Firſti is ral'd, 
If any glancing Towres beyond it be, , 
And People hving in Eternity, | 
Or Eſſexce pyre that doth this 4J'y obold ; 
What n:otion bave thoſe fixed $ oa. of Gold, 
The wandring Carbuncles which ve from bigÞ, 
By Sprights, or Bodies crofle-waies inthe Skie, 
If they be turn'd, and mortall Things behold. | 
How Si poſts Heavenabont, how Nights pale Queen, 
With borrowed Beames lookes on this haoging Renixd, 
hat cauſe faire /r4 hath, and Monſters leene 

In Aires large Fields of light, and Seas profound, 

Did bold my wandring T hgughts;, when thy ſweet Eye 
K Bade me leave all,and only oj oh Thee, 


B 2 Faize 
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' My Bit1s Gold, thongh ſhortened be tneReines, 
My Bondage brave,t hough I may not depart, 
a—_ I burne,the Fire which doth impart 
Thoſe Flames,ſo ſweet reviving Force containes, 
That like Ar«bi4*s Bird my walted Heart 
Made quick by Death, more lively (till remaines. 
1 joy though oft my wakigg Eyes ſpend Teares, 

I never want Delight,even when I grone, 

Beſt companied when molt T am alone, 

A Heaven of Hopes T heve midſt Hells of Feares - 
Thus every way Contentmentſirange I find, 

But moſt in Her rarg Beauty, my rare Mind. 


SON. 


SON. 


Aire is my Yoake, though grievous be my Paines, 


Aunt not,fair Heapers,cf your two glorious Lights, 
Whiebthongh n'oſt bright, yet ce not when they 
And ſhining,cannot ſhow their Beames divine (ſhine, 
Both in one Place,but part by Dajes and Nights ; 
Earth vaunt not of thoſe Treaſures ye enſhrioe, 
Held only deare, becauſe bid from our Sights, 
Your pure and burniſh'd Gold,your Diamonds fine, 
Snow: paſſing Ivory that the Eye delights. 
Nor Se of thoſe deare Wares are in you found 
vaunt not, rich Pearte, red Corrall which doſtir 
A font'defire in Pooles to plunge your Ground 
Theſe a!l more fatreareto be had in'Her : - 
 Pearle, Ivory, Cortall, Diamond, Suns, Gold, 
Teeth,Neck; Lips, Heait, Eyes, Haire arc to behold, 


When 


Sweet are my Wounds, although they deeply ſmart, 


= a a 
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SON. 


Vie Nature now had wonderfully wrought 
All Axriſtellas, Parts, except her Eyes, 


* To make thoſe T wins two Lamps in Beavties Skies, 


She Counſell of her Starry Sexare fought. 
Mar: arid Apollo firſt did her adviſe, 
To wrap in Colour Black, thoſe Comets bright, 
Thet Love him ſo might ſoberly diſguiſe, 
And unperecived Wound at every Sight, 
Chaſte Phebe ſpike for pureſt azure dies ; 
But Fove and Y ar! rs about the Light, 
To frame thought beſt,as bringing molt Delight, 
That to pin'd Hearts Hope might tor aye ariſe : 
Natwre-|all faid]'a Paradiſe of green 
There plac'd, to: make all love which have them ſeen, 


SON, 
Ow while the Night her fable Vaile hath ſpred, 
And fflently her reſty Coach'doth rolle, 
Rowlſing with Her from Terbs azure Bed, 
Thoſe ſtatry N5mphs which dance about the Pole, 
While Cynthia in pureſt Cipres cled, i 
The Lermian Shepheard in a Trance' deſcries, 
And looking pale from heighe of all the Skies, 


| Shedies Ber Beauties ina bluſbing Red, 


While Sloep (in Triumph) cloſed hath all Eyes, 

And Birds, and Beaſts a Stlence ſweet do keep, 

And Proteus monſtrous People in the Deep, 

The Winds and Waves (huſht vp) to reſt entiſe, 
I wake, T tnrne, I weep oppreft with Paine, 


Perplex'(inthe Heanders of my Braine. 


POEMS, 


8#ON. 


| CroSuewe Child,ſweet Father of ſoft Reſt, 
; Prince whoſe Approach Peace toall Mortals brings, 
Indifferent Hoſt to Shepheards and to Kings, 

| Sole Comforterof Minds which are opprelt. 

Loe, by thy Charming Rod all breathing 1 hings 

Lie ſſumbring, with Forgettulneſle poſlclt, 

And yet o're me to ſpread thy drowlie Wings 

Thou ſpar'lt /alas) who cannot be thy Gueſt. 

Sincc I am thine, O come, but withthat Face 

To inward Light which thou art wont co ſhew, 

With fained e caſe a truc felt Woz ; 

Orif deafe God thou do deny that Grace, 
Come as thou wilt, and what thou wilt bequeath, 
I long to kiſle the ſwage of ' my Death. , 


SON. 


T" Aire Afoove who with thy cold and filver Shine, 
Makes ſweet the Horror of the dreadfull Night, 

Delighting the weake Eyc with {miles divine, 

Which P:eb dazels with bis too much Light, 

| Bright Queen of the firſ# Heaven,it in thy Shrine 

By turning oft,and Heavens cternall Might, 

'Thou haſt not yet that evce /weer Fire of thing ox 

Eudemion,torgot, and Lovers Plight ; 

Jt Cauſe like thine may Pity breed in thee, 

And Pity ſomewhat elſe toit obtaine, 

$zace thon baſt Powerof Dreames as well as He 

T bat halds the galden Rod, and Morall Chaine : 
Now while Shetleepsin dolefull Guiſe ber Show, 
Theſe Teares,qnd the black ſap of gil my Woes 


L1mpe 


POEMY. 


SON, 
Ampe of Heavens Chriſtall Hall that brings the - 
Gy Eye-dazeler, who makes Night (Houres, 


At thy Approach flie to her flumbry Bowres, 
And fills the World with Wondet and Delight. 
Life of all lives, Death»giver by thy flight 

To the ſouth Pole fram theſe fixe Signes of ours, 
Gold-{mith of all the Stars, with Silver brighc 
Who Moone enamells, Apelles of the Flowers. 
eAb from thoſe watry Plaines thy golden Head 
Raiſe up,and bring the ſo long lingring Adorve, 

A Grave,nay Hell,I find become this Bed, 

This Bed fo grievoully where [ am torne - 

Bur'woe is me though thoa now brought the Day, 
Day (hall but ſerve moe Sorrows to diſplay. 


POEMS, 


|  $ONG. 
T was the time when to owr Nontherne Pole 
The brig hteft Lampe of Heavenbegins to rolle, 

When Earth more wanton in new Robes appeareth, 
And ſcorning Skies her Flowres in Ram-bows beareth, 
On which the Aire moiſt Diamondr doth bequeath, 
Which quake to fetls the kiſſi 1g Lephires breath : 
When Birds frons ſhady\Groves their Love forth warble, / 
And Sea-tike Homven, Heaven looks like ſmootheſt Mar- 
When I in fimple corſe free from all Cares, (ble, 
Far from the muddy Worlds infl aving ſnares. 

By Oras flowry Bankes alone did wander : 

O18 #bat ſports hey like to 014 Meander, 

A Floud more worthy Fame and lafling praiſe 

T hen that ſo bigh which Pha&tons fall did raiſe : 

By whoſe pure moving Glaſſe the Milke-white Lillies 

Do areſſe their treſſes and the Daffadiliies, 

Where Ora with aWood us cr>wn'd about + 

Ani (ſeems) forgets the way bow to come ont, 

A phier there is, where a delicious Fountaine 

Spring frm the ſwelling breFt of « prond Mount aine, 
Whoeſe fall:ng Streames the quiet Cavernes wonnd, 

And make te Echoes ſhrill reſonnd that ſound, 

The Lawr:# there the ſhing Chann:l graces, 

The Palmb r Love with {.ng-ffretch'd Arms embraces, 
T he Poplar ſpreads her Branches to the Sire, 

And hides f-om fight that azure Canopy. 

The Streams the Trees,the Trees their leaves till nouriſh, 
That Place grave + 9" rage ot without fl:wriſhe 

If lromg Eyes Elyſian fie/ds could ſee 

Thi liitle Arden myght Elyfinm be, 

Of: did-Niana there her ſelfe repoſe, 
 AnZNMz's the Actdalian Queer, encloſe. 
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The Nymphs oft here t heir batkets bring with Flow vs, 
And Anadems weave for their Paramonrs, _ © 
The Satyres in thoſe ſhades are heard to languilh, 
And meke the Shepheardrpariners of their anguiſh, 
The Shepheards whom Barkes of tender Trees 
Do grave their Lover, Diſdaines, and Jealouſtes > 
which Phillis whew there by Her Flocks ſhy feedeth, 
With Pitty now, anon, with lawghter readth, 
Nears tothis place when Sun in midſt of Day 
In higheſt top of Heavenbis Coach did tay, 
And (45 adviſing) on bis Career glauced 
As al alang that moyne 08 had advanced 
Hu panteng Steeds along thoſe Fields of light, 
Moft princely looking from that gloriow' height r ' 
When moſt the Gra(hoppers are heargin Meadows , 
And lofiieſt Prmes or ſmall,or have no ſhadews : 
It was my hap, O wolull hap ! ro b:de 
Where thickeſt (hades me from all Raies did hide, 
In a faire Arbor,'twas ſome Sylvans Chamber, 
Whoſe Seeling ſpred was with the Locks of Amber 
Of new bloom'd Sicamors, Floore wrought with Plow'ys, 
More ſweet and rich than thoſe in Princes Bow'rs, 
Here Adon bluſi/t,and Clitia all amazed 
L ookt pale, with Him who in the Fountaine gazed, 
The Amaranthus ſwyd,and thar ſweet'Boy 
Which ſcmetime was the God of Delos joy : 
The brave Carnation, fpechled Pinke here ſhined, 
The liolet her fainting Head declined 
Beneath a ſteepy Chaſoow;all of, Gold 
The Marigold her leaves did bere unfold. 
Now while that raviſh'd with dehghbt and wonder, *i 
Halfe.tn a trance { lay thoſe Arches wnaer, 
The ſe aſon, fulence, place, begant' entiſe, * 
Eje: drowſie lids to bring N:ght on therr Skies, 
Which ſoftly baving ſtol'en themſelves together 
(Lhe evening Cloxds ) me ;tar'd I wot nat wi ether.”  , 


As Comards leave the Fort which they ſhowld hoep, 


My ſ11:ſes one by one gave plac 
Who followed with 4 troape of golden 
Thraſt from my quiet Brame all baſe encumberr, 
end thrice mo touching with his Rod of Gold, 
A Heaven of Viſfpons in my Temples roll'd, 
To conmntervaile thoſe Pleaſures were bereft me, 
Tha in bu filemt Priſon clos'd be left me. 
Me thowght throngh all the nerghbouy Woods a noiſe 
Of Quiriſters, wore ſweet than Late or voice, 
( For thoſe harmanrons ſownds to Jove are given 
By the ſwift toncher of the nine-ſtring'd Heaven, 
Sach aires,and nothing elſe ) did wound mive Eare, 
No Soule but would become all Eare to heare : 
Ard whilft 1 hit ning lay,O lovely wonder ! 
1 ſaw 4 pleaſant Mirtis cleave aſunder ; 
PA Mirtle great with birth,from whoſe rent wombe 
Three naked Nymphs wore white than Snow forth comt, 
Fer Nymphs they ſeeme'd, aboat their heavenly faces 
In Waves of Gold floted their curling Trefſes, 
About their armergheir Armes more white than milke,. 
They bluſhing Armolets wore of crimſon Silke, 
- The Goddeſſes were ſuch that by Scamander, 
Appeared tothe Phrygian Alexander: 
Aglaia and her Sifters ſweb perchance 
Be when about ſome ſacred Spring they dance. 
But ſcarce the Grove their uaked Beanties graced, 
And on the Verdure had each other traced, 
When to the Floud theyrau,the Flowd in Robes 
Of curling Chriftall their brefs. [vory Globes 
Did all about incircle, yet took pleaſure 
To ſhow white Suows analog ber liquid Azwre. 
Look how Prometheus Man when beavenly fire 
Firſt gave him Breath, Daies Brandon did admire, 
And wondred at thu Worlds Amphitheater: 
Sogaz'd Tontheſe new gueſts of the Water, 
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BAthree were faire, yet one exccll'd as far 
The reff as Phczbus doth ibe,Cyprian Star, 

Or Diamonds, ſmall Gems,or Gems do other, 

Or Pearls that (bining fhell is calfd their Mother. 


Hung in a g 0/den (howey above the Streamer, 

And danglug ſongbt her fore-head for to cover, 

bich ſeen aid ſtraight a Skis of Milky diſcover, 

With two faire Brows,Loves Bows which never 
But that a golgen Arrow farth they ſend. 
Beneath the which two barning Planets glancing 
Flaſht flames of Love,for Love abere ſtill us dancing. - 
Her echer Cheeke reſembled bluſhing Morne, | 
Or Roſes Gueles in field of Lilles borne 3 
Twixt which an Ivory Wall ſo faire # raft, 
That it is but abaſed when it's pre(ſegs 
Her Lips like Rows of Corvall ſoft did ſwell, 

wt; And th* ore like th' other only darbexceb: 
The Tyrian Fiſh looks pale,pale look the Roſes, 

The Rabies pale, when mouth ſweet Cherrycleſer. 

er Chin like ſilver Phcebe did appeare 

Darke in the midſt to make the reſt more cleare : 

Her Neck ſeems'd fram'd by carious Phidias Matter, 

Moſt ſmooth, moſs white, a peece of Alabater. 

Two foaming Billows flow'd upon her breſt, 

hich did their tops with Corral red encreft : 

7 here all about 4s Brooks them ſport at leiſure, 

Wich Circling Branches veines did ſwell in azure : 

ithin cheſs crookss are only found theſe Iles 

bich Fortunate the dreawing old World fiites. 

The reft the Streame 1 did hide, but 48 4 Lliy 

unks in aChriſt als faire tranſparent Bell. 

I who yet humane weakne fſe did not know, 
For yet I had not filt that Archers Bow, 
07 6'uld I thinks that from the coldeſt Water 
te wnged Yong ling burning Flames could ſcatter) 


Wh 


Her Haire more bright than are the Mornings Beames 
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Os every part my vageboutling fght 
Did caſt and drowne mine Eyes iu ſweet Delight, 
O wondrous thing(ſ[aid'T) that Beauty « named! 
Now I peyceive'] heretofore have dreamed, 
Ai never fonnd in all my flying Dates 
Joy unto this, which only merits praiſe. 
My pleaſures have bren paines, my corpforts croſſes, 
My treaſure poverty, my gaines but loſſes. 
O precioxs fight ! which none doth elſe deſcry 
Except the burning'Sun,ard quivering [, 
Ang yet O drare-bowpht Sight ! O world for ever 
I might enjoy youw,or had Py tyou never { 
© bappy Flowl ! if ſo ye might abide, 
Yet ever glory of this Moments Pride, 
AA djure your Rillets all for to behold Her, 
And in their Chrifball Armer to come and fold Mer; 
And ſth ye may uot long this Blifſe embrace, 
Draw thouſand Pomrtraits of Her on your Face, 
Potrtraits which 1 my Hears be more apparent, , 
Tf like to yours wy Breſt but were tranſparent, 

O that [ were while She doth in you play, 
A D aulphine totranſport Her to rhe Sea ! 1 
To note of all thoſe Gods I would Her render, | 
From Thule to Inde thowgh [ ſhould with Her wanger, 
Oh ! what « this ? the more I fixe nome Eye, | 
Mine Eye the more new Wonders doth eſpie, 
The more I ſpit, the more in wncowrh faſhion 
My Sowule it raviſydin a pleaſant paſſon. 

But looks not Eyes, ( as more] would bave ſaid ) 

A ſound of yarhing IFheeles me all diſmaid, 
And with thefound forth froms the trembling F uſher, 
With ftorme-like Coxrſe a ſumptroru Chariot raſhes, 
A Chariot all of 'Gold,che Wheeles were Gold, 
The Nailes.and Axt#1 Gold o# which it roll 41 
The npmoſt part a Scarlet V aile did cover, | 
Aore rich than Davaes Lap fpred with ber L:v:r, 


bn mid/F of it in a trinmphing Chaire, 
"YA Lady ſate miraculouſly faire, ay 
Whoſe peuſive Coumtenanceand looks of Fanewy, 


"EL Domore allzre the mind that thinketh om Her, _ | 


Than the moſt wanton Face,and amoroms E871, 
That Amatbns or flowry: Paphos ſees, \ . 

A Crac of Virgins made # Riug about Her, « \Q 
The Diamond (hs they ſeem the Gold without Her, 
Such Thetis & when tothe Billows rore - wed! 
With Mermaids nice (þe danceth onthe $bore: 
$0 in a ſable Night the Sups bright Siſter "MO 
Among the leſſer twinck/ing Lights derb glitter © 
Fiire Yoakss of Ermelines whoſe Cclomr poſſe 
The whiteſt Snows on aged Grampius Face, 
More ſwift than Venus Birds this Chariot guided 
Tothe yr ry Banks ,where as it bidet | 
But long it did not bide, when poore thoſe Streamer 
Aye me it made, traniþporting theſe. rich Gemmer, 
Aniby that Burthen lighter, ſwiftly drived 

$7 (as me thought ) it at. a T ow'r arrived:. 

Upon a Rock of Chrift all Jining cleare 

1th Diamonds wrowght this Caſtell did appeare, 
Who rifng ſpires of Gold ſo high them reared 

That Atla$-/ihe it ſeem'dthe Heaven they beared. 
Amidſt which Hights on Arches did ariſe 

( Arches wbich guilt Flames br andeſb” tothe Skies) 
Of parking T opaces Proud, Gorgeara, Ample, 
(Like to alittle Heaven ) a ſacred Temple, 

The Walls xo Window: bave, nay all theWall 

[: but one Window, Night there doth not fall 
Bore when the Sup ro Weiſterne Worlds declineth, 
Than in our Zenith when at Noone He ſhineth, 

Two flaming Hills the paſſage trait defevd 
Which to this radiant Building doth aſcend, 
lon whoſe Arching topson a Pilaſtre 

A Port ſtands open,raii'd in Loves Diſaitie 
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For none that narrow Bridge and gate Can paſſe, 

Who have their Faces ſeen in Venus Glaſſe. 

If thoſe within, but to come forth do venter, 

That fately Plire again they never emer. 

The Precintt's tlrengthened with «a Ditch of Feare!, 
In which deth ſwell a Lakg of Inky Teares 

Of madding Lovers,who abide therr Poaning, 

end chicken even the Avre with pitiona groaning. 
Thus Hold to brave the Shes the Deſtines fraw'd, 
And then the Fort of Chaſtity « new. 

The Qmeen f the third Heaven once to appall it, 
The God of } Heve brought who could not thrall it 


For which be vow d'ne're Army more to put on, || 

And on Riphean Hilswas beard to groan. 

Here Plyches Lover bur ies bus Darts at randov, © 

Fhich all for xonght him ſerve, as doth hi Brandon, 
What grievous Affony did invade my Mind? 


When is that Place my Hope I ſaw confin'd, 

Where with high-towring Thoughts [ only reacht her, 

Which did burne up their Wings when they approacht her, 

Me thought I ſet me by a Cyprelle ſhade, 

And Night and Day the Hyacimtbe there read : 

And that bewailinig Nighting ales did borrow 

Plaints of my Plaint,'and ſorrows of my Sorrow, 

Ay food was Worngoword, mine own Teares my drinke, = 

M, reſb, on Death and fad Miſbapr to thinke, 

And for ſuch Thoughts to have my Heart enlarged, 

And eaſe mine Eyer with brinie Tribute charged, 

Over a Brook Tlaid my pining Face : 

But then the Brook#'as pritv'd at wy Diſprace, 

A Face Me ſhew'dſo pid, ſad, over clentea, 

That at the Sight afray'd mine Eyes them ſhrowded. 

Thus us the gnerdon Lovetbss u the Game, 

Inend which to thy" Servants doth remane. 

HMore wonld | ſay ; when Feare made Sleep toleave me, 

And of thoſe fazall Shadows did bereave me. | 
. But 
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But ab alas ! inſtead to dreame of Love, 
Andes, ] now them imeffet did prove : 

fl Fer what into my troubled Braine was painted, 


An ak'd I found that T ome and Place preſented. 


SONNETS. per hays 
H burning Thougles now let me take ſome Ren, 
And your tumukyous Broyles a while appeaſe: 
't not enough, Srars, Fortune, Love moleſt 
EMe all at once, but ye mult too diſpleaie? 
Hope (though falſe yet lodge within my bret, 
My high Attempt (though dangerous) yet praiſes 
EWhat thoughI trace not right Heavens teppy wiles, 
Wt doth ſuffice my Fall ſhall make me bleſt, 
MW do not doaton Dajes, I'teare not Death, 
So that my Life be good, T wilh't not long; 
Letme Renown'd live from the Worldly Throng, 
ind when Heavenliſts, recall this borrowed Breath» 
Men but like Viſions are, Time all doth claime, 
He lives who dies to wia a laſting Namc. 


| 


lit 


p 
ber, 


- $ON. 

Hat learned Grecian who did {o excell 
In Knowledge paſſing Senſe, that he is nan'd 
Wt all the after Worlds Divine, doth tell y 
bat all the Time when firſt our Soules are fram'd, 
ein theſe Manſions blind they come to dwell, 
hey live bright Rayes of that Ererwall light, 

nd others (ee, know, love, in Heavens great height, 
Fiot toyid with onght to Reeſon do rebell. 
Ft is molt erue, for {traight at the firſt fighe 
ly Mind me told that in ſome other place 
t elſewhere ſaw th' [de of that face, 
nd lov'd a love of Heavenly pure delight. 
What wonder now I fecle lo faire a flame, 
vith I her lov'd ere on this E«rrb She came? by 


",, 


fa 
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Or Arne, nor Aivcine,norſtately Tiber, 
Sebethws, northe Flood into whoſe (treumes = d 
He fell who burnt the world-with borrowed beames, | fn 


Gold-rolling 7 ag«s, Adanda, famous 1ber, Thi 
Sorgye; Koſve, Loire, Garroen, nor proud-banked Sein, Hig 
Penew,Phaſis Xanthas, bumble Laden, "BE Wi 
Nor She whoſe Nymphes excecil her loved 4gon You 
Faire Tae /55, nor Ifter large, nor Rheme, | Eh 
Enphrates, Tigrns, Indus, Hermus, Gange, Vil 
Pearly Hydafþes, Serpent-like HMeanger, Em 
\ The Floud whichrobbed Hero of: Leander, Hill 
Nile that tar far bis hidden Head doth range, Tot 
Have ever had ſorare acaulc of praile, \ 
As Ors where this Northerne Phenix (taycs. '| < 
SON, 
O heare my plaints faire River Chriſtalline WA 
Thou in afilent lumber ſeems to [tay, 
Delicious Flowers Lilly and Columbine, "The 
Ye bow. your Heads when my Woes diſplay, *Y The 
Forreſts1y-you the 44irtle, Palme 2nd Bay, The 
Have bad compaſſion Jiſtning to my groanes, YCals 


The Winds with ſighs bave ſolemniz'd my moanes *Spre 
*Mong leaves, wbich-whilper'd what they could not (ay, 
* The Caves, the Rocks, the Hills, the Sy/vexs Thrones; 


(As if Even pitty did in them appeare,) 

Have at my ſorrayy rent their ruthlefle ſtones, 

Each thing I find hath ſence except my Deare, 
Who doth not thioke I love, or willnot know Hi 
My Griefe, perchence delighting in my woe, 


Sweet 
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SON, 


Weet Brook, in whoſe cleare Chriſtall I my eyes 
Have oft ſeen great in labour of their teares, 
Enamell'd Banke whoſe ſhining gravell beares 
Theſe ſad CharaRters of. my maleries; 
| High Woods,whoſe mounting tops menace theSphears, 
I Wild Citizens, Amphion: of the Trees, 
You gloomy Groves at hotteſt Noons which freezo, 
Elfn (hades which Phebxs never cleares; 
Valte ſolitary Mountaines, pleaſant Plaines, 
Embroydred Meads that Ocean-waics you reach 
Hills, Dales, Springs, All whom my ſad cry coaltraines 
To take part ofmy plaints,and learne woes ſpeech, 
Will that remorleleſle faire e're pity ſhow? 
Of grace now anſwer if ye ought know : Vo, 


SON, 


WJ 1th flaming Horns the Bu gow brings the years, 
Melt do the owntains rouling flouds of Snow, 
"FE The filver Rivers inſmooth'Channels flow, 
The Late-bare Woods green Anadeams do weares 
The Nightiogall forgetting V/inters woe, 
"YCalsup the lazy Avrze her notes to heare, 
\F Spread are thole Flow'rs which names of Princes beare, 
oy, £ Some red, ſome 2zyre, white, and golden grow. 
Here lowes a Heifer,there be-wailing ſtrayes 
JA barmeleſfſe Lambe, not far a Stag rebounds ; 
'YThe Shepheards ſing tograzing flocks ſweet Layes; 
And all about the Ecchoing Aire reſounds, 
Hils, Dales, Woods, Flouds;& ev'ry thing doth charge, 
But She in r1gowvr, [in Love am ltrange. 


C That 


SON. 


Hat I ſoflenderly ſet forth tny Mind, 

Writing I wot'not what inragyed Rimes, 
Orecbarg'd with drafſe in theſe fo golden Times 
When others towre1o high, ma left behind - 

I crave not Phebw lexvelis facred Cell 

To bind my Brows with freſh orien Baies; 

But leave't tothoſe who caning Sweeteſt Laies 

By Tempe (it, or Agaxippes Well; - 

Nor yet to V-ww I reedo | aſpire, 

Sith She for whom 1 might affe& that praiſe, 

My beſt attempts with cruell words gainſaies, 

And eek not that others meadmire. 
Ot weeping Myrrhe the Crowne is which I crave, 
With a ſad Cypreſſeto adorne my Grave. 
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V V Hen as She ſmiles 7 find 
More light before'mine Eyes, 

Than when the Sun from Inde 

Brings to owr World a flywry Paradiſe : 

But when She gently weeps, 

And poures forth pearly ſhowers, 

On cheeks faire bluſhing flowers, 

A ſweet melancholy my ſenſes keeps, 

Both feed ſo my difeaſe, 

So much both do me pleaſe, 

That oft I dowbt, which more my heart doth burye, 

Love to behold her ſmile, or Putty monrne, 


POEMS, 


SON. 


Y Teares may well Namid/en Lions tame, 
And Pity breed into the hardeſt heart 

That ever Pyrrha did to Maid impart, 

When She them firſt of bluſhing Rocks did frame; 


I 4b Eyes which only ſerve to waile my ſmart, 


How long will you my inward Woes proclaime, 
May 't not ſuffice you beare a weeping Part ; 
All Night,at day but yoa mult do the ſame? 
Ceaſe idle Sighs to ſpend your Stormes in vaine, 
And theſe ſweet flent thickets to moleſt, 


o_ you in the Prifon of my Breſt, 
0 


ave, 


My 


n donot eaſe but aggravate my Paine; 
Or if burſt forth you muſt, that Tempeſt move 
Inſight of her whom I fo dearely love. 


SOMN. 


'y'w reſtle(le Seas appeaſe your roaring Waves, 
And you who raiſe huge Mountaines in that Plajng 
res Trumpeters,your hideous ſounds containe, 
nd liſten to the pJaints my griefe doth cauſe. 
ernall Lights ! Chongh adamantine Laws 

df Deſtinies to move (ti}l you ordaine, 

urne bither all your Eyes,your Axels pauſe, 

ad wonder at the Torments I ſuſtaine. 

ad Earth, if thou made dull by my diſgrace 

e not as (cnlclefle, aske thoſe Powers above 

by they ſo crolt a Wretch brought on thy Face, 
ram'd for miſhap, th' Azachorit of Love, 

And bid them (that to more Ermars may burne) 
To Erimanch' or Rhodepe me turne. 
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F croſt with all miſhaps be my poore Life, 1 
If one ſhort day I never ſpent in mirth, wi 
IF my Sp'cit with jt ſelfe holds laſting ſtrife, So 
If ſorrows death'is but new ſorrows birth; A: 
If this vajine World be but, a mournſull Stage, A, 


Where flave-borne Man plaics to the laughing Stars, 
If Youth be toſs'd with Love, with Weaknefle Age, © #1 
If Knowledge ſerves to bold our Thoughts in Wars, 
It Time-can cloſe the hundred Months of Fame, 
And make what's lopg ſince palt, like that's to be, 
It Yertxe only be an 1d/e Name, 
If being borne I was but borne to dye ; 

. Why ſeek I to prolong theſe loathſome daies ? 


The faireſ} Roſe in (ſhorteſt time decaies. - 
j 

SOM. M 

Al 


Ll other Beauties howſoe're they ſhine Al 
In Haires more bright than is the golden Ore, Wi 
Or cheeks more faire than faireſt Eglantine, 
Or hands like hers that comes the Sun before - Wii 
Match'd with that Heavenly Hew,and ſbape divine, | 44 
With thoſe deare Stars which my weak thoughts adore 4 
Look but as ſhaddows, or if they be more, By 
It 1s in this, that they are like to thine. M 
Who ſees thoſe Eyes, their torce that doth not prove? £ 4s 
Who gazeth on the dimple of that chin, 
And finds net Yen Son entrench'd therein, 
Or hath not ſence, or knows not what is Loye? 

To fee thee had Narciſſre bad the grace, 

He would have died with wondring on thy Face. 


Yſ 
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SEXTAIN, 
He Heaven doth not containe ſo many Stars, 
Nor levell'd lhe ſo many leaves inWoods, 
#hen Autamne and cold Boreas ſound their Wars, 
So many Waves have not the Ocean Floods, 
As my torn Mind bath torment: all the Night, 
And Heart ſpends Sighs,when Phoebus brings the Light; 


Ze, Why was [made a Partner of the Light, 
S, | BE Phocroff in birth, by bad afpett of Stars, 
Have never fince had happy Day nor Night? 
Why was not { a liver in the Woods, _ 
Or Citizen of Thetis chriftall Floods, * 
'f But frawsd a Man for Love and Fortunes Wars? 


I hook, each Day when Death ſhould end the Wars, 
Uncivill Wars twixt Senſe and Reaſons Lights * 

My Paines I count to Momntaines, Meads awd Floods, 
And of my ſorrow Partners maze the Stats, 

All Defolate I haunt the fearfull Woods, 

When T ſhould give myſelfero reſt arNight, 


With watchful Eyes Fue'y behi1d the Night 

Mather of Peace, but ah to me of Wats;" by wg 0 
And Cynthia Queen like ſhining thronfh the Woods, 
But ftraight thoſe L amps come in my thowg ht whoſe Light 
My Judgement dazel'd, paſſing brighteſt Stars, 

And then my Eyes in-iſle themſelves with Floods. 


Tyrne to their Springs againe firſt ſhall the Floods, 
Cleare ſhall the Sun the ſad and gloomy Night, 

To dance about the Pole ceaſe (hall the Sturs, 

The Elements renew their ancient Wars 

Shall firſt, and be depriv'd of Place and Light, 


Ere I find reſt in Cit 7, Fields, or Woods. 
C 3 | End 
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End theſe my daies you Inmates of the Woods, 
Take this my Life ye deep avd raging Flouds, 
Sun never riſe tochars me with thy Light, 


# 


Horror and Darknefſe keep « /afting Night, ( 
Conſunce me Caye with thy imteſtme Wars, 
And fla) yorr Influence ore we bright Stars. K Wit 

| Unt 

In vaine the Stars,th' Inhabitants &'th' Woods, | 81d 
Care, Horror, Wars I call and raging Floods, Yot 

' For all have ſworne wo Night ſhall dim my Sight. Let 
. No 

SON. Fl 


© ——p Bluſh enpurpling Cheekes,pure $kies Or 
With crimſon Wings which ſpred thee like the £ W! 
O baſhfull look ſent from thoſe ſhining eyes, ( Horm, BY * 
Which thoaghlid down on Earth doth Heaven adorne. 
O Tongue in which moſt luſhious NeQar lies, 
. That can at once both blefle and make forlorne, 
Deare corrall Lip which Beaxty beautifics, 
That trembling ſtood before her words were borne, | 
And you her Words;,Words no, 'bat golden Chaines 


Which did inſlavemy eares, enſnare my (oule, In 
Wiſe Image of: her Mind, Mjnd that containes Ic 
A powerall Power of Sexſes for to controule - In 
 Saſweetly you from Love difſwade do me, Ti 

 } That Ilove more, if more my Love can be. . 


Sound 


"me, 


d 


POEMS. 


SON. 


Coen! hoarſe ſad Lute,truc wityefleof my worg 
And (trive no more to calc (elfe- choſen paine 


& With ſoule-enchanting ſounds, your accents ſtraine 


Unto theſe teares incefſantly which flow. 

$19 [recble weep, and you dull Bafſes ſhow 

Yoar Maſters forrow.iv a doleful fraine ; 

Let never joyfull Hand gpen you go, 

Nor Conſort keep but when you do complaine, 

Flie Phebws Raies, abhor the irkeſome Light, 

Woods ſolitary ſhades for thee are belt, 

Or the black horrours of the blackeſt Night, 

When all the Yor/d ſave Thon and I dorelt : Of 
Then ſound (ad Lute and beare a mourning part, 
Thou Hell canſt move, though not a Womans Heart. 


SON, 


N vaine I haunt the cold and Silver Spriogs, . -- 

To quench the Feverburning in my veines _, 
In vaine ( Loves pilgtim) Mountaines, Dales and Plains 
Tover-ruyn,vaine help long adſcnce brings. 
In vain my Friends your Counſell me cop{traines 
Tofly, and place my Thoughts on other things; 
Ablike the Bird that fired hath her Wings, 
The more /move the greater are my paines, 
Deſire (alas) Deſire a Zenxu new, = 
From th' Orzent borro wing Gold, from Wefterxe Skies 
Heavenly Cinabre, (cts before my Eyes ab kf 
[a every place, her Haire, ſweet look, and Hue: 

That flie,run, reſt 7,all doth prove but vaine, 

My life lies in thoſe Eyes which haye mg ſlaine. 


C 4 Slide 
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SON. 


Lide ſoft faire Forth, and make a Chiiſtall Plaine, 
Cat your white Locks,and on your foamy Face 
Let not x wrinkle be, when you embrace. 
The Boat that Earths Per feftions doth containe. 
Winds wonder,and through wondring hold your pace ;. 
Or if that ye your heatts cannot reſtraine 
From ſending ſighs, feeling a Lovers Caſe, 
Sigh,and in her faire bajre your ſelves enchaine, 
Or take theſe ſighs which abſence makes ariſe 
From my oppreſſed breſt, and fill the failes, 
Or ſome {weet breath new brought from Paradiſe -* 
The flouds do ſmile, Lowe &re'the winds prevailes; 
And yet buge Waves ariſe, the caule is this, 
The Oceas [ſtrives with Forth the Boat to kiſle, 


SOM. 


Ruſt not ſweet ſonle thoſe curled waves of Gold [ 
f 9 With gentle Tides that on your Temples flow, 
Nor Temples ſpred with Flakes of Virgin ſnow, Su 
Nor ſnow of Cheeks with Tyrian graine cnrold, (1 
Truſt not thoſe ſhining Lights which wrought my woe, It 
When firſt I did their azure Raies behold, W 
Nor voice, whoſe ſounds more ſtrange effeAts do ſhow M 
Than of the Thracian Harper have been told : A 
Look to this dying Lily, fading Reſe, T 
Darke Hyacinthe,of late whole bluſhing Beames h 
Made all the neighbouring herbs and graſſe rejoyce, S 
And tbinke how little is *twixt Lifes extreames 8 
The crueil Tyrant that did kill thoſe Flow'rs | 
Shall once, je »ve, not ſpare that Spring of yours. 


In 
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SON. 


N Miods pure Glafſe when I my ſelfe behold, 
| And lively ſee how my beft daies are ſpent, 
What clouds of care above my head arerold, 
Bhat comming ill, which I cannot prevent ; 
ce ;" Mily courſe degun I wearied do repent, 
Ul 
xd would embrace what Reaſos oft hath told, 
ut ſcaree thus tbinke I, when Love hath controld 
Allthe beſt reaſons Reaſon could invent. 
Though ſure I know my labours end is griefe, 
The more | ſtrive that I the-more ſhall pine, 
That only death (hall be my laſt reliefe - 
Yet when I thinke upon that face divine, 
Like one with Arrow ſhor,in laughters place, 
Maugre my Heart, [ Joy in my diſgrace, 


SON. 


| ſe" Quiriſter,who fromthoſe ſhadows ſends 
Ere that the bluſhing Morne dare ſhew her Light, 
Such {ad lamenting (traines, that N;ghe attends 
(Become all Eare) Stars ſtay to beare thy plight. 
xe, @ 1t one whoſe gricte even reach of thought tranſcends, = 
Who ne're | not in a Dreame | did taſte Delight, 
ys © May thee importnne who like caſe pretends, 
And ſeems to joy in woe, in Foes deſpight. 
Tell me {ſo may thou Fortune milder try, | 
And long long ſing ) for what thou thus complaines, 
Since Vi»ter's gone, and S#» in dapled skie 
Enamour'd ſmiles on Woods and flowry Plaines ? 
The Bird, asif my queſtions did her move, 
_ With trembling wings figh'd forth / /ove, [ /ove. 
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SO N. 


'@ wg Beauty, {wectnefſe inhumane, 
That night and day contends with my deſire, 


And ſecks my hope to kill,oot quench my fire, ' 
By Death, not Baulme to eaſemy pleaſant pajne. #h 
Though ye my thoughts tread down which would aſpire B&W 
And bonnd my. ble do not alas dildaine ba 
That I your matchlelſe worth and grace admire, 


And for their cauſe theſe torments i(barpe ſuſtaine. 
Let great Empegacles vaunt of his death 


Found in the midſt of thoſe Sicilian flames, Spri 
And Phazton that Heaven him reft of breath, Int 
And Dedals Son who nam'd the Samian ſtreames : An 
Their haps I not envy,my praiſe fall be Wit 
That the moſt fajre that lives mov'd me to dye. - 

i 

SON. Th 

Th 

He Hyperborean Hills, Cergunus Snow, of 

Or Arimaſpus (cruell) firſt thee bred, (1 

The Caſpian Tigers with their milke thee fed, Ar 
And Faune:r did humane bload on thee beſtow. Wh 
Fierce Orithzas loner inthy bed An 
Theelull'd aſleep, wbere he enrag'd doth dlow, Tt 
Thou didſt not drinke the Flouds which bere do flow, | 44 
But teares, or thoſe by ycie Tazas Head. Fa 
Sith thou diſdaines my love, neglects my griefe, By 
Laughsat my groancs,and till atteAs my death : A 
\ Ot thee, nor Heaven Ill ſeck na morereliefe, Sl 
Nor longer entertaine this loathſome breath; D 
But yeeld unto my Stars,that thou maieſt prove, N 


What lofle thou hadlt in lohng ſuch a Love, 


P] abu 


POEMS, 


SONG,” 


HOEBUS ariſe, 
| And paint the ſable Skies 
1th aznregwhitegand red: | 
ſpire Roſe Memmons Afother from ber Tythons bed, 
hat (he thy Careere may with Roſes ſpread, 
he Nighting ales thy comming each where (ng, 
Make an eternall ſpring. 
Give life to this darke World which 1 oth dead. 
Spread forth thy golden haire | 
In larger locks thas thon waſt wont before, 
And Empereur-like decore 
With Diadew of Pearle thy Temples faire : 
Chaſe hence the ugly Night __ 
Which ſerves but to make deare thy glorioms Light. 
Thu u that happy Morne, 
That day, long-wi(hed day, 
Of all myiife ſo dark, 
( If cruell Stars have not my raine ſworne, 
And Fates my hopes betray ). 
Which ( parely white) deſerves 
An everlaſting Diamond ſhould it marks, 
This is the Morne ſhould bring nnto this Grove 
» | 44) Loze, toheare, and recompence my love. 
Faire King, who all preſerves, 
But ſhow thy blu(bing Beams, 
And thow tws ſweeter Eyes 
Shall ſee then thoſe which by Peneus Streawes 
Did azce thy heart ſarpriſe : 
N ay, Sun$ which ſhine as cleare | 
Athou when two thou did'{# ro Rome appeare. 


23 POEMS. + 
Now Flora decke thy ſelfe in faireft guiſe, 
If that ye Winds wonld hears 
A voice ſarpaſſing far Ataphions lyre, 

Tour fortens chiding ftay, 
Let Zephire only breathe, 
And with her Trefſes play, » Jo s 
K:/ſing ſometimes tho le ports of Death, 
Th rm tt f 
nd Phatbus in his chaire 
Enſaffraning Sea and Aire, 
Aakess vaniſh every Star : 
Night /ike 4 drankardreeles 
Beyond the Hills ro ſhun his flaming Wheeles, 
T he Fields with flow'rs are deckt in every hue, 
The Clouds with Orient Gold ſpangle their blew : 
Here « the pleaſant place, w—_ 
Ana nothing wanting us ſave She alas. 


SON, 


V Ho hath not ſeen into her ſaffran Bed 
The Mornings Goddels mildly her repoſe, 
Or her of whole pare bloud firſt ſprang the Roſe 
Luall'd in a ſlamber by a Mirtle ſhade? 
Who hath not (een that ſteeping white and red 
Makes Phabelook fo pale, which ſhe did cloſe 
In that Jonian Hill, to eaſe her woes, 
eh only lives by ber deare kiſſes fed e 
Comme but and ſee my Lady ſweetly ſleep, 
The ſighing Rubies of thoſe heavenly lips, 
The Cxpias which breſtsgolden Apples keep, 
Thoſe Eyes whieh ſhine in midſt of their Ecclipſc: 
And he them all (hall ſee,perhaps and prove 
She waking bat perſwades,now forceth Love, 


bg 


tt ww ww. HW th > A<XEH 7 


P.OEMS. 


11SON, 


Ee Cithereas Birds, that mylk- white paire. - 
On yonder leavie Airile Tree which grene, 
And waken with their kifles in.the Aire .. _ 
Th' enamour'd Zephires murmuring one by one ; 
If thou bat ſenſe badlt like Piemelic v; Stone, 
Or hadſt not ſeen Meduſa: ſnaky baire, 
Loves leſſons thou mightſt learn x and learn ſweet faice, 
To Summers heat ere that thy Spring be growne. 
And if thole kiſſing lovers ſecme but Cold, 
Look how that E/me this /vy doth embrace, _ 
And binds,and claſpes with many a. wanton fold, 
And courting Sleep,oreſhadows all the place : 
Nay, ſeems to ſay, deare Tree we ſball not par 
In ſign whereof loe in cach leafea Heart. ... 


SON. 


; Swn is faire when he with crimſon Crown, 

And flaming Rubies leaves bis Eaſterne bed, 

Faire is Thanwmantias in her Chiriltall gown 

When clouds erngemm'dſhew azure, green, andred. 7, 

To Weſterne Worlds when wearied Day goes down, 

And from heavens windows cachStar ſhows her head, 

Earths filent daughter, Neghs, is faire though brown, 

Faire is the Afoon though 1n Loves livery cled. 

The Sprivg is faire when it doth paint Aprill, 

Fajre are tne Hfeads,the H#o9ds,the Floods zrefaire, 

Faire looketh Ceres with her yellow baire, 

And Applcs- Queene when Roſe-checkt (he doth ſmile. 
That Heaven and Earth,and Seas are faire is true, 
Yet true that all aot pleaſe ſo much as yous 


Like 


% . ; *% 


MADRIGALL., 

J ecke Idalien Overne vw 

Hey haire about her Eqne, | d Bf 
And necks, on bref: ripe Apples to be ſeen, ir 
At firſt glance of the Morne Th: 
In Cyprus Gardens gathering thoſe ſarie fiiwers Wha 
Which of ber blood were borne, The | 
I ſaw, Þnt fainting ſaw my P aramonrt. =_ 
The Gtiites naked danc'd about the place, 4h 
The Windg'aud Trees amiat'd | N 8 
With ence on ber gaz'd, lik 
The flowiys 4d ſmile Ike theſe wpos ber fact, Y 
eAnd ai their Aſyin ftalkes thoſe fingers biud, 
T bat ſhe might read my caſe 0 


1 wiſh'd to be a Hyacinth in her hand. 
SON. 


Hen is ſhe gone ?O foole and coward T / 
Opood occaſionloſt, ne're to be found / 
What fatall chaines have my dull ſenſes bound, 
When belt they might,that did not Foreune try ? 
Here is the fainting Graffe where ſhe did lic, 
With Roſes here ſhe Rellified the Ground, 
She fix'd her eyes on this yet ſmiling Pond, 
Nor time, tior place ſeem'd ought for to deny, 
Too long, too long Refpef I do embrace, 
Your Counſell full of threats and (barpe diſdaine, 
Diſdaine jn her ſ\weet Heart can have no place, 
AnJttough come there, muſt ſtraight retire againe: 
Heneeforth ReſpeRfarewell, I've heard it told 
Who lives in love can never be too bold, | 


What 


POBMS, 21 


SON, 


V Hat cruell S:«r into this World me broaght ? 
V What gloomy day did dawn togive me lighe?_ 

What unkind handto ntirfe me (Orphane ſought, 

And would not leave nie im eternall night ? 

What thing ſo deare as I bath efſence bought ? 

The Elements dry, humid, heavy, light;-* 

The (malleſt living = 7: , dr6yI Namre wrought 

Befreed of woe if they have ſmall delight, 

Ah only I nbundon'd to Defpaire, 

Nail'd to my torments in pale Horrowrs ſhade, 

Like wandring Gloads fee all my comforts fled, 

And 111 on Ill with Hoores my life impaire - 
The Heavens and Forrwne which were wont to tara, 
Stay in one Manſion fixt to cauſe me mourn, 


SON. 


| 7 ok Eye which daignſt cn this ſad Aſonument, 

The ſabe: Scrowle ot my miſhaps to view, 

Though it with mourning Maſe: teares be ſpent, 

And darkely drawn,. whict is not fain'd, bat true 

It thou not dazell'd with a Heavenly Hue, 

And comely Feature,didit not yer lament, 

ut happy lives unto thy lelte content, 

Olet not Love thee to his Laws ſubdue. 

Look on the wofull ſhip-wrack of my Youth, 

And let'my ruines thee for Beacon ſerve, 

Toſhan this Rock Capharean of untruth, 

And ſerve no God which doth his Church-men ſerves 
His Kingdom's but of plaints, his guerdon teares, 
What he gives more'is Jecalouſics and Feares. 


To 


O the delightfull Greene ( 
Of you, faire radiant Eine, v 
Let each black yeeld beneath the ſtarry Arch, Ir 
Eyes burniſht Heavens of Love, 0 

Ti 


Sinople Lampsof Jove, | | 

Save all thoſe hearts which with your flames you parch 

Two burning Suns you prove; L 
All other Eyes compar'd with you deare lights | 5b 
Are Hells, or if not Hells,yet dumpiſh Nights. Fe 
The Heavens | if we their Glaſſe To 
The Sea belecve ] are green not perfeR blew, At 
They all make faire what ever faire yet was, = 


And they are faire becaulethey look like you. | 


SON, 


5, Siſter Nywgbe which haunt this a v0 
And bappy in theſe floting Bowers abide,( Brook 
Where trembling Roofes of Trees from Sun you hide, | Wh 
Which make /Je4z woods inevery Crook; $ 4and 
Whether ye garlands for your Jocks provide, 
Or pearly letters ſeek in ſandy Book, 
; _ Orcount your Loves when T het# was a Bride, 
i Lift upyour golden heads and on me look. 
Read in mine Eyes my agonizing Cares, 
And what ye read,recount to her againe - 
Faire Nymphs (ay all theſe ſtreames are but my Teares, 
And if ſhe aske you bow they ſweet remaine, 
Tell that the bitt'reſt teares which Eyes can poure, 
When ſhed for her caa be no longer ſowre. 


3 


She 


* 
'1 


FOEMS, 


.SON+- 4 


He er + flowers no eAutammrr plains 
be ap Conia 


Did wlkealoneta broreue eto Mo. bw 
Agd whilſt thr ade ner. 


" 
Loeanaw 
She (pt 
For which of golden 


To bind the Boy ſhe took; but he aff'r Ira; 
At her approach lorvpg.ankly.tos i 


And mounting far from | 
Why ſhould choulhmegi ina ng | 
Sith in thy eyes. dayly am.6 " 


4D. 


\Weet Raſe 1s this bug, ;.... ont ov 
w Which dothia Cena $1154 161,273 ev : 
.. | Whence this. rant ſwell 7,7... 
2 
F And whenee this hs gracing grace in you ? - 
In faire Paeffayas helds perhaps yongreW, - at) 42r 
yOr Hyblu Hills you bred, +» A 
(Or odoriterous Enna Plaines yonted, 
(FOr 7 molxs, or where Bore yong, 
FOrtuchtbe Queengt, \Loveyou died « 


POEMS. 


_ 


MADRIGALL. 
| bit cold Wot of enre, it 98 nk >: Pp 
$#n, ſwear Spring,” | 
peut icy a why doftrhiw bring "TERT\ 


Is it becauſe thoſe Eternal Powys © ts "y 
Flaſb down thi Hr eee World exviroving ? Ay 
Or that now Phezvns*% Sf pivey? w—_ 
Or dotb | yp 24 £1.35. kc R _ Y 


the Sen aa 


Or rather is't not i the Yeare; ' / 
Or that laſt day'# to Fine don A 
RN tb br per oP thee bub; 


doth thee ture, 


And to thy Broth Tam 
SON. 


Eare Wood, and you {yet ſolitaty 


Place, - | 
live, © 


1 by 
44 * '* , q To 

| "WI 

bat ſnaky E Ms fealoas of "my pace, " 

ofa _— filent Horrours wonltd me drive ? Fn ” 
When Sun adyancing'itr his glorious race Y. 
Beyond the Twine, doth neare boy _ arrive. _ - 
What ſweet be kn —— Myc 
ono lmphat nt oh nb hr NOOR ” - 
Sweet onde. A hrs, ric | 


Ah if 1 were mine owne, your deare reſorts 
i would not change with Princes ſtatelieſt Conrts. I 


« 
- 
- 
O_— 


it 
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SON. 


H who can ſee thoſe fruits of Paradiſe, 
Ccaleſtiall Cherries which (o ſweetly ſwell,: 
That Sweetheſſt ſelfe confind there ſeenies wn. 
And all thoſe tweeteſt Parts about deſpije? . | 
Ah who can (ce nd feele no Flame ſurprife 
His bardencd heart Þ For me «/as too well 
I know their Force,and how t excdl,; 
Now through defire I buroe, and now Lfrecze; 
I dye (dearce Life Janlefſe to me begiven 
As many kides asthe Spring bath _—," 
Orthere befilver drops in /r# 
Oc ſtars there bein 
And it diſpleas'dye of cho 
Ye ſhall have leave to take them 


80 N. 


tn nough (ay meY me thus to few. + of 
Like fonie Heaven-buniſh'4 Ghoſt fl exingpo 

A Shadow which your Ries do only how; ' 

To vexe me more, unlefle ye bid me: die; / + <3 


F 


'What could ye worſe allot unto-your Foed - tk: a 


But die will L{o ye will not deny W a7 
That grace to me which mortall Foes even ery, h 
To chuſe what oo of Death ſhalkend myworn, 
Once did Ffind that whiles you did me kifſe, + ' 7 
Yegave my panting'ſoule (© ſweet a touch, - "ws 
That halfe -fowndan'midit of all my -BI fe; 
I do but crave mly Deachs-wound ary bedach : 

= gb by Griefe I die not and anfey;/ 


uh to diethrough tos aaechjoy # 
p m4 Unhopy 
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MAD, 


Nhapyy | = 
Do wor to bring the wofull Das. . _ 
When [ mu aye , 
Farewell ro-her,and tive in endlefſ plight. 4 
Faire Moon with;gentle Beames | " 
The fight who never mars, [ 
Cleare longe Heauens ſable Vault and jou bright Start, 
Your golden Locks long view-in Earth: pure ſtreamers; 
Let Phoebus »ever riſe 0. 
To dim your wat 4 
So 
Di 


S ON; 


VRE griofe in-Heart, and tears in twelling Eycy, 
ZY Whenitoher I, 


bad a ſad Fare- we 
Cloſeſcaled with a —— which fell 
* On ay elſe- moiſtned Face from'beamties Skies ; 
So  Amazancat did my. Mind ſurpriſe, 


That at each Pace I fainting turn'd-againe, A 
Like one whagma 7orpe ae | | Auer 3b Are 
Not feeling. s Bit, not Regſons Raine: To 
But when figgge. Stars to px} conltraine, Whes 
With back- calk Looks, I doth enyi'd and bleſs'd Bid | 
The happy Wallzaod. Place did ber cantaine,, And. 
20 Wallog and Gaymed the fir. 
ailing,pare year t der 
Whep Eagles Talents hore him through the Aite: 1," 


Sith 
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and only Pleakure, © 
s, the cheer ; 
'Spheart, Natures ſweet Tres- 
(fares - 


= Ith gone ts my Delight 
II The Ef of all my H 
That — trfes 
More deare to me than all beneath the Moon, - 
What reftetb now but that upon this Mountain 
] neep gil! Heaven ings me ro a Fountaine ? 


Freſh,faive,deliciow,chriſftall, prarly Fountaine, 
On whoſe > nn face to look, (he oft *fi rock Pleaſure, 
Tel me( ſo may thy reames long cheare this Mouataine, 
So Serpe prays I. ftaine, nor ſeorch thee Sun, 


Som af with watry beames thee keſſa che Moone) 
Dof 5hou net monrne ts want ſo Phew Trend, » 


While ſhe here gaz'd onthee, rich Tag Treaſare, H 
Thow neededft not envy, nor yet the Fountane, : 
Is which that Hunter ſaw the naked Moon, 

St biedrebfiinter faly Woah eng 
Ard T remaine like M of Sun ©; 1tng 
Depriv'd, that dierby ſhadow of ſome Monxine, 


Nymphs of the Forre Nywjhowhd eo rhir down 
Are mY to Lit 7 your Beamier Trenkure {nw 


To Goat- feet cher fr ahem San, 


When as you gather flow'rs abowt this Fonenane, . 
Bid ber farewell who flaced here ber Plenlure, 
And - ng her praiſes to the Stars and Moone. 


Among the leſſer lights at #« the Moon, » 
Blaſhing through muſfi ug clouds on Latmos Mountaine, 
Or when ſhe views ber (lver Locks for Plealuce 
In Thetis freamer, prow4 of ſo gay a Treaſure, 

Sach was my Faire when She ſare by this Fountaine 
With other N Jmphs 10 ſhren the amorom Suns 
, 


Sith 


At ts our Earth in abſence of the Sun, 

Or when of San deprived is the Moon, 

As is without 6 verdant ſhade 4 Fountaine, 

Or wanting graſſes Mead, 4aV als; a Mountaine; 
Such is my ftareyboreft of my deare Treatote, 

To knew whoſe only worth was all my Pleajurc. 


Ne'rethinke of Plealure Heart, Ees ſhun the Sun, .. 


Teares be your Treaſure, which the wandrivug Moon 
Shallſee yew (nd by Mountaine, Vaile,ond Fountaine. 


SON. 


VV! ndow ſometime which ſerved for a Spheare 
Tothatdeaca Planet of my heart, whole light 
Made often bluſh the glorious Queen of Night, 
While Shots hee more beantious did appcare, 

What moaning weeds 4/7.) dot thou now weare ? 
How loathſome'to'tny eyes is thy (ad ſight? 
How:eoolly looldbobon; with what heavy cheare, 
Since ſets that San which made 


- 


Unbappywiowtitecloſe, for as of late 
To wondring Eyes thou wert « Paradilc, 
Bereft6f her whomadethee fortucate, 
Agaife thou art whence tlouds of ſighs ariſe : 
Bat unto part ſo nopſame. es to me, . 
Who hourely:ſees my murthered joycs inthee- 


nt 


thee ſhine ſo bright ? 5 


TX © x » = panud 
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S ON. 


Ow many times Nights filers , 
Hath hid, bow oft Liekey' io 


In Heavens great 


And chear'd the wakag Eye i 
How oft the Sax bath made 
The happy Lover to 


Of bis deare Lady, wi 

His Golden Coach torun 

py wander acy pk = 

Did bid Farewell to my Hearts 4 Guel!, 

The Miles Jnumber,and in mind] Cale, 

The flogds and Mouneaioes bold a4 my relk;. .. 
But woe is me, long count Is - 
Ere I ſee ber wh ole abſence mjkes des. 


*. SON. 


* F Death ſome tell, ſome of he rel Bane 
Which that bad a6 ad 
' | When {| anew Monſter Jones once did | 
A humane Cor ing llowiz 2 nt 
Some tell of hole 
Becauſe they Fas 3 ra Phleer £4% ni 
The mighty Kuler of the Skjes x34 
And fi:ge thoſe chry(tall Tow'rs which al coneing 
An other counts of, Pþlcgerhoxs hot Hoods; 
The Soules whi = [xions endlefle (mart, 
And tus-who a Vulture with bis heart, 
One tells of Spears ig cachanted Woods : 
| Of allthole cop th' extreameſt who would prove, 
Let him be and but burne in Love. ba 


D 4 Hare, 
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SON. 


cloy $hate which Hide hand did tao) 
; Wreath of bl - > 
whitein 'whitenes ain, rows. 
dare 


DR” rang lik nt rt erpUlden raive, 


Sweet Nets whi all edrts efocbaing, © '- 
Strings, Maths: a where beads Ki Gwvs, 
How are ye bit e,tell pO ite? 39721 
Deare Armelet, f wereye given? 
I Yerbardh | | Tyoy weate, | p 


"Henpen | 


ky O N. 
flowry banks 2 $ this the Mead 
Was the pleaſant houres- 
r Eye: exhald mine eyes (alt ſhow'rs, + 


« did you late\ : 
foo = E/me all withered an d forlorne'? _ 
n privg nought altered ſeep ji you; 
| Bl pit beret nos 
To {alt your ſireatteh take of mine Eyes theſetears. 


f 
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SON. 
A Lexis bere ſpe ſtry'd, ariong theſT , 
Sweet Heymitreſſe (he did all alonerep +00 vo. 
Here did (bv ſpread the Treafure of $-0 


More rich than that brought from hy Cole Mioes, 
Here fate ſhe by theſe musket Eglemin es, 

The happy flow'rs ſeeme yet the printto beare, 

Her voice did (weeten here thy ſugred lines, 

To which Winds, Trees, Beaſts, Birds; didlend an Rare. | 


She here me firſt perceiv'd,and here «Merve 


Of bright Carnations did o'refpread/ber Face ; 
Here did fb ſigh, hete firſt my Hepes were borne, 
Here firſt I got's Pledgeof promis's-Grzce : 
But 4h what ſerves'tt' kyve been made happy fo ? 
Sith paſſed Pleaſures donble'bat new woe. 


SON, 


Lace me where AR, Titan burnes the More, 
- And thirſty Africkfiery Monlters brings, : 

Or where the new-borne/Phocix (prexds her Wings, | 
And troupes of wondring Birdsher' flight adore. * 
Place me by Gange or Indes enamitnell'd ſhore, 
Where {miling'Hezvens on Earth cauſe —_ 
Place me 274. be prin vire of ghd et 

Or where made howrſe through Cold he leaves to router 
Place me where'Fortune doth her Darlinos crown, 


as £3 
G ©, 


A Wonder or x in Evojee Eye, © | w 
Or you © 8 Fares uporime frown, - 
Till Pitty wailing ſee-diſaſtred Mt, 


AﬀeQ@ions print'my mind ſo deep doth prove, 
| 1 miy forget my Selfe z but not my Love. 
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wake / 
No Shadow but wy Faire | : 
= elfe ſo to deceive 
ith long-ſbut Eyes f- an the irkeſorme Light. 
$ Sock pleaſure 
Delighting in fake gleawes, 
If Death Sleeps Brother be, 
And Sexles I hh bave ſo ſweet Dreame;, 
How could [ he thus ſtill to dreame and aye, _ 


S O'N, 


ons with golden wings abroad doth range 
Where Phebm leaves the Night or brings the Day, 'd 


Fawe, in one who reltlefledolt not ſtay / 
Till thou hat fi om «Atlas uſita Genge z vB ok 
Fame, Enemy to. Time, that ſtill doth change, = nt! 
And in bis garle wane make decay \N Lo 
What hers below-he etQ 10 DIS WAY, | Wh 
Younnding Frome to her ſelfe look ſtranger And 
Duaghere Heaven ; Now all thy hy Aapeopers ou, Noi 
Head untothe bighel Let 
With wo blaze the gifts in ber are found, - Lee 


Agd when ſhe from this —_ >lobe ſhall flie, £Þ Poo 


In thy wide Month keep long, Keep long her Nawez For 
So thou by her, [he by moons. oap Fame. | " 
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The VET Pare. 


ay, F Anon Glory O won darkned Ray ! 
j winged Joyesot; Man, more (wift than Windt 
Ofond A Dettes which.in our Fancies ſtray / 

0 roo — Judgemenes blind ! 

Loe,io a that eaway, '/ 

Which dazell did ageh Eye, delight egoh Mind, 

And with that Sun from whence it came, combind, 

Now makes morgradient Heavens eternall Day, 

Let Beauty now hedew her Checks with Teares, 

Let widow'd Maſick-only roare and groan, 

Poore Vertwe getthee Wings and mount the Spheres, 

For dwelling Ewtbfor thee is none: © | 
Death bath thy'Tewple raz'd, Loves Empirefoil'd, 
The World of Honour, Worth,and Sweetnes ſpoil'd. 


Thoſe 


- 


to 
orig 
| = | 
more raven of ur . World, 
who cou is 
ib fo \Roandvever: whorld 
Can notanto thee m fach x One - 


| Orifthey would ſuch Beanty on Earth, 
| They Cee dag wee herbieth 


850 N. ; 

Fate canjurs to counttfeatwort bn me! : 
Ori which dottrall confound 1 "| || 
With cruell Hands ye bave cut down the Tree, ib y 
And fruit with leaves#vve ſcattered orithe Ground, | & -! 
A little ſpace of Earth my Love doth bond, | 7 _ 
Tbat Beauty which did raiſe it tothe Skie, 7 Th 
Turn'd indiſdained'Dult, now low doth1ye, Al & 


| Deafe tomy plaints,and ſenſclefle of my wound. _ 
Ab !didT livefor this ? ab did Tlove'? | 4 Ac 
And was* for this (fierce-power oP excel, | if Te 


That ere okay 1 by 
ſhoald(toodeas roo 1199, veſſe d 4well? 


She rea 
Wezke influenceof Heaven 4: what faire is wrought, 


Fai ia the prime, and paſleth}1ke a Thought, 


O 


AOBMS, 
SON. 


Free Bon. of Cir MG Dench 


|: 


.  =S =” 
= " - - 
—__— —_- 


-4 | Acdpity thoſe who, 

' When did mine Eyes debold one 
4 | When bad my tgfſed Soule one nf 
”” | When did not Stars mz 

01 now I find what is for M 


_ Even, ſince 
Soone to ltrike 


D 


whe er 
S-O N. 
Iflolve my Eyes your Globes io a brioy y wage 


oe 


[ And with s cloud. of Sorrow dim your fight, 
{ | The Suns bright Suv js (et, of late wh le Bees 
+ | Gave luſtre to your Day, Day to your Night. 
4 | My Voice now cleave the Earth wich, Anathemes, 
3 © Roare forth achallenge in the Worldsdeſpight, 
iT I Till that diſguiſed Griefe is b rl 
That Life a Slumber is of fearctall Dr . 
And woetull rto.thiake of 


My Senſes all = comforts, 


WEETTT 


SON. 


Weet Sole; whichin the Apcl of thy ety 
0 
Ai 
j 1; 
7 
AndthoughT 'B Th 
My "BW 
My Heart a/ Fo 
And whillt with Lanrells flouriſh green, |  « 
Thine (hall ls Mitiler and chale flows be ſeen. ( 
SON, 
Weet Spri uf Hoſts Ra goodly traine, 
Thy Jerp with flow'ss, 


The Zopbins care the: on. proſe "the Plaine, { 
The Clouds for joy in Pearls weepdown their ſhow'rs/ 
Dot retorne(weee Yourh?but «b my pleafant houres, 4 

And happy daieswith thee come not againe, "1& 
The ſad Memorialsonly of my paine 4] 
Do with thee turne,whichturne my Sweets to Sow'ral 
Thou art the ſame which till thon wert before, f 
Delicious, lulty; amableyfaire, i: 
But /he whoſe Breath'embanim'd thy wholeſome Aire'? 
Is gone ; Nor Gold, norGems can ber reſtore, \ 

NegleSed Vertwe,$ Seaſons go and come, 
Whcn thine forgot liecloſed jn x Tombe, 


SON. b mon 
doth it ſerve ts (ee the Suns bright f 

V\ Renata ein ca 
bodies ret anche 

And all the Glory of 

en on 
' $.,The M ry . 
Tetucl eriniinelie of. El 
Th por of Fonds which wook themſelves embrace) 
What doth it ſerve to heare the Sylvan 
The cheercfull Fhruſh, che Nig ee Ss, 
| Which in darke ſhades ſeems to 
- rrinyr wry enero pre nn er, 
en, | Since (be, ce ee warns,” 
Can have no part of them now with me here. 


MAD. 


e, Hrs Life, which ſeems ſo faire, 
"is, Is likes-Bubble blown up inthe Aire; 
7 || By ſporting cbildrens Breath, 
'rs/ | Who chaſeit every where, 
"1A | And ſtrive who can molt motion it 
"4 || And though it ſometime ſeem of itsown might 
+1 Like to an Eye of gold —boddverd 
= _ _ is becasſovs fo Log em pey hergin 
t only 18 #2casſe if 
4 F But inthat Pom irik ine Sr wh appexre ; 
£7 | For when 'tis wp vdfniced, in a thought, 
|} Becauſe ie carſt! ae rvaghe, it turnosto nonght. 


4s.  POBAMS: 
SON. 


y Lute,be when wes: wert ph ents 
With thy - e, 


ben imme 
And Birds their ramage 


H Handkercher,lad preſent of my Deare, 
Gift miſerable, which doth now remaine. ; 
The only Guerdon of my b e Paine, 4 4114 
When I thee got thou ſhewlt my ſtate too cleare, 
I never ſince cealedto complaine, © W Sv 
I fince the Badge of. Griefe did ever weare, 
Foy in my Face duſt never fince appeare, 
Care was the Fogd which did me entertaige, 
Bat fince thac thou art mine, Q do pot grieve, 
That I this Tribute pay thee for ine, Eine, | 
And that I (this (hort Time I amtoli al 
Laundre thy, Abe Figurer inghla] F 
No, I muft yet even begof ttiee the IS 
| That in my Grave thou dajgne to ſhroud my Face. 


vid Trees JB 
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M A D. 


7 Rees happier far than T, 

T Which have the grace to heave yourHeads ſo high, 
And over-look thoſe Plaines : 

Grow till your Brancbes kifſe that lofty Skie 

Which her (ſweet (elfe)) containes, : 

There make her know mine endlefſe Love,nnd Paines, 

j| And how theſe Teares which from mine Eyes do fall, 
Helpt you to riſe ſo Tall : + 

Tell her, as once I for her ſake lov'd Breath, 

So for ber ſake I now court lingring Death, 


SONG, 


Ces Damon being come, 
To that for-ever Lamentable Tombe, 
Which thoſe eternall Powers that all comronlt, . 

Neto bu living Soule 
' A melancholy priſon bad preſcrib'd : 
Of Colour, Heat, and motion depriv'd, 
' Bs Arme:s weake, Fainting, Cold, 
' $4 Marble he the Marble did infold 
And baving warme it made with mary 4 ſhowre 
Which dimmed Eyes did poure, 
When Griefe had given him leave, and ſighs them ſtaied, 
Thus with a ſadalas at laft be ſaid. 

Who wonld have thought th me 
The plage where thou did'# lie conld grievous be ? 
ud that (deare body ) long thee having ſought, 
0 me !) who would have i benght 
hee once to find it (bould my Soule confound, 
nd give my Heart then death a deeper wound ? 
bow did ſt diſdaine my Teares, 
ur grieve not that this rmthfull Stone thim beares, 
E Aline 


ecs 


"Fo POEMS. 
Mine Eyes for nothing ſerve, but thee to weep, 
' 1 Lind let that courſe them keep, 
eAlthough thos never wouldſt them comfort ſhow, 
Do not repine,they have part of thy moe. 
Ah wretch | too late I find 
How Nertues gloriow Titles prove but wind ; 
For if that Verte could releaſe from Death, 
T how yet enjoy'd hadſt Breath : 
For if ſhe ere appear'd to mortall Eine, 
It was in thy faire ſhape that ſhe was ſeen. 
But O! if Iwas ms . 
For thee, with thee why too am I not dead? 
Why do outragions Fates which drmm'd thy (ight, 
Let me ſee hateful light ? 
They without me wade Death thee ſurpriſe, 
Tyrant: (no doubt) that they might kell me twice, 
OGriefe ! And could one Day 
Have force ſuch excellence to take away ? 
Cenld a ſwift- flying Moment ah deface, 
T hoſe matchleſſe gifts,that Grace, 
Which Art, and Nature had m thee combin'd 
To make thy Body paragon thy Mind? 
Hath all paſs d like a cloud, 
And doth eternall ſilence now thers ſhroud ? 
T1: that, ſo much admir'd, now nought but Duſt, 
Of which a Stoze hath Truſt ? 
© change ! O craellchange thou to our fight 
Show'ſt the Fates Rigowr equall to therr Might ! 
When thou frem earth dia'ff paſſe 
(Sweer Nymph) Perfeftions Mirroxy broken was, 
And thus of late ſo glorious World of onrs, 
Lhe Medows without Flowers, 
Or Ring of arich Gems which blind appear d, 
Or Starlefi night, or Cynthia nothing clear'd. 
Love whex he ſaw thee dye 
Emonb'd him iv the tid of either E Je, 


POEMS, 


And left bus Torch withinthy ſacred Urne 

There for a Lampe to burne : | 

werth, Honoar, Pleaſare, with thy life exyir'd, 

Death fince grown ſweet begins to be defir'd. 
Whilſt thou to us wert given, 

The Earth her Veous bad as well as Heaues : 

Nay, and her Suns which burnt as many Hearts, 


As he the eafterne parts ; 


Bright Suns which forc'dto leave theſe Hemiſpheares; 


Bemighted ſet ento 4 Seaof T carts, 
Ab Death,who ſhall thee flie, 
Since the moſt m1ghty are o'rethrown by thee ? 
Thox ſþar'ſt the Craw,and Nightingall deft kill, 
And triumphſt at thy will .. | 
But give thow cannot ſuch another Blow, 
Becauſe Earth cannot ſuch another ſhow, 
O bitter ſweets of Love ! 
How better us 't at all you not to prove, | 
Nor when we c0 jour pleaſures muſt poſſe ſe, 
To find them thus made leſſe ? 
0! That the cauſe which doth conſume onr joy 
Would the rem:mbrance of it too deſtrey 
What doth thu life beſtow, 
But Flow'rs on Thornes which grow? 
Which though they ſometime bland'ſh ſoft delight, 
Vet afterwards us ſmite 
And if therifing Sun them faire doth ſee, 
That Planet ſetting, doth behold them dic, 
This world is made a Hel, 
Depriv'd of all that in it did excell. 
0 Pan, Pan, Winter & fallen i May, 
Tarn'd « tonight our Day. 
orſake thy Pipe, a Scepter take to thee, 
by locks diſgarland, the black Jove (halt be, 
The Flocks do leave the Meads, 
Ard, loathing three leav'd Graſſe, hold np their Heads 
E 2 


52 POEMS. 
The Streamers not glide now with a glentle Rore; 
Nor Biras fing as before, 1 F 
Hills tands with clowds like Momrners vail'd in black, Me 
Ang Owles nyonour: Roofes forrtell our wrack, Th 

That Zephire every yeare 
So ſfooue warkeard to figh in Forreſts here, 
It was for her that-wrapt in Gowns of Greene, 
Leads were ſo earely ſees ; 
T hat in the ſaddeſt, Months oft ſang the Mearles, 
It was fer Her : for ber Trees dropt forth pearles. 
That proud,and ſtately Courts 
Did exvy theſe owr Shades and calme Reſorts, 
It was for Her :and ſhe t gone, O woe ! 
Woods cat againe do grow, 
Bud doth the Roſe, and Dazy, winter done, 
Bmt we once dead de no more ſee the Sun. 
Whoſe Name ſhall now make ring 
The Ecchoes ? of whom ſhall the Nymphets fing ? 
' Whoſe heauenty voice, whoſe Soule-invading Straines, 
Shall fl with Foy the plaines ? 
What Haire, what Eyes, can mate the Morne in Eaf, 
Weep that afairer riſeth in the Weit ? 
Faire Sun poſt ſtill away, 
No M#ſicke here ts left thy Comrſe to ſtay. 
Sweet Hybla Swarmes,with Wormewood fill your Bow'rt, 
Gone u the flower of Flow'rs : 
Bluſh no more Roſe, nor Lilly pale remaine, 
Dead u that Beatty which yours late did ftaine. 
Aye mc to waile my Plight 
Why have not I as many Eyes as Night ? 
Or as 'hut Shegbeards which Joves love did keep, 
That [I ftill, til! may weepe ? 
Burthengh I bad, my T eares unto my croſſe 
Hye not yer equall,nor griefe to my loſſe. 
Yet f you briny Showers, 
th IT bere penre, may ſpring as many flow'rs , 


POEMS,” | '53 


Ar come of thoſe which fell from Helens Eye; 
And when ye do ariſe, * 

Rs | My every Leafe in ſable letters beare | 
The Doleſull Canſe for which ye ſpring wp here. 


M AD. 


He Beauty and the Life 

Of Lifes, and Beaxties faireſt Paragon, 
(0 Teares 1 O Griefe / ) hung at a feeble Thread, 
To which pale Atropos bad ſet her Knife, _ 
The Soule with many a groane 
Had left each outward Part, - 
And now did take bis1aſt Leave of the Heart; 
Nought elſe did want ſave Death tor to be dead 2 

- | When theſad company about ker Bed q 

Seeing Death invade her lips, ber cheekes,ber eyes, 
Cried 44 1 and can Death enter Paradiſe? 


? 


SON. 


0 ! Tt is not to me bright Lampe of Day, 
That in the Eaſt thou ſhow's thy golden Face, 
0! it is not to me thouleav'ſt that (ea, 
#7: And in thoſe azure Liſts began'lt thy Race. 
Thou (ſhineſt not tothe Dead in aoy Place, 
And I dead from this World 2m pait away, 292; 
| Orif I ſeem (a Shadow) yet to ſtay, 
Itis a while but to bewaile my Caſe. 
My Mirth is loſt, my Comforts are diſmaid, 
And anto (ad Milhaps tbeir Place doyeeld ; 
My Knowledge repreſents a bloudy Field, 
| Where I my Hopes and belps ſceproſtrate laid. 
So plaintſull is Lifes Coule wt ich I have ras, 
That ] do wiſh jt never bad begun, 


E 3 Deare 


POEMS, 
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Eare Night,the cafe of Care, 
Untroubled Seat of Peace, 7 
T inves eldeſt Child, which oft the blind do ſee, F 
On this our Hemiſpbeare Nig 
What makes thee now ſo ſadly darke to be ? Ant 
Comſt thou in fanerall 1 Her Grave to graced The 
Or do thoſe Stzrs which ſhoald thy horrour cleare, To 
In Joves high Hall wdviſc, The 
In wbat Part of the skies, The 
With them, or Cynthia ſbe ſhall appeare ? Wh 
Or (ab alas ) becauſe thoſe matchlifle eyes, Net 
Which (Kone fo faire;below thou dot not find, Wh 
Striv'ſt thou to make all others Eyes look blind 2 Is 
&* A | An 
De 
SON. Ila 
An 
Coe it hath pleas'd that Firſt and ſupreme Faire ÞÞ le 
To take that Beamy to him(clte againe, Hi 
Which in this world of Senſe notto remaine, Ar 
But to amaze was fent,and honierepaite ; We 
The Love which to that Beauty 1 did beare, A 


Made Pure of mortallfpots wbich-did'it ſtaine, If 
And endlefſe, whicheven Dzatb cannot impaire, Hl 
I place on him who will it not diſdaine. wt Al 
No ſhining Eyes, no Locks of curling gold, Pa 
No bluſhing Roſes tia virgin Face, | Wi 
No oatward ſhow; bo, nor no inward Grace, H 
Sball power have thy thoughts henceforth to hold : H 


Love here on Earth huge ſtormes of-care dothtofſe, | N 
But plac'd above exempted is from lofle, 


It 
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T Autumne w4s,and on our Hemiſpheare 
= Ericine begas bright to appeare, 
Night Feff-ward did ber gemmy World decline, | 
And hide her Lights, that greater Light might ſhine : 
The crefted Bird bath given Alarnms twice 
To lazy Aortals to wnlock their Eyes, 
The Owle had left to plaite,and from each Throne 
The wing'd Muficians did ſalute the Morne, 
ho (while ſhe dreſs'd ber Locks in Ganges ftreame:) 
Nl Set open wide the chryftall Port of Dreames ; 
When [, whoſe Eyes no dronſie Night could cloſe, 
IsSleeps ſoft armes did quietly repoſe, 
And, for that Heaven: to die did me deny, 
Deaths /z2age krſſed,and 45 dead did lies 
[lay as dead, but ſcarce char m'd were my Cares, 
And flaked ſcarce my Sighs, ſcarce dried my Teares, 
Sleep ſcarce the ng ly Figures of the Day 
Had with his ſable Pencil put away, 
And lefi me in a ſtilland calmy ood, 
hen by my Bed {ou thought) a Virgin ſtood, 
AVirgin inthe blooming of her Prime, 
If hich rare Beauty meaſur'd be by T imme, 
Her Head a Garland wore of Opalls bright, 
About her flow'd a Gown like pureſt Light, 
Pare Amber Locks gave Umbrage to her Face, 
Where Modeſty high Majefty did grace; 
Hey Eyes ſuch Beames ſent forth,that but with paine 
I Her weaker Sights their fparkl1ngs conld ſuſt aine. 
, | No feigned Deity which haunts the Woods 
[i like to Her, nor Syrene of the Floogs : 
Sueh s the Golden Planet of the Yeare, 


lt Bl #ben b1-ſb;g in the Eaft be doth appeare. 
- 6 E 4 Her 


1.4 POEMS: 
' Hey Grace did beanty V vice yer Grace did paſſe, 
Which thus throwgh Pearles and Rubies broken wat, 
How long wilt thow (furd (he ) eſtrang'd from Joy, 
Paint Shadows to thy ſe«lfe of falſe Annoy ? 
How loxg thy Mind with horrid Shapes affright, 
And is imaginary Evills delight? 
Efteeme that Lofſe which (well when view'd) # Gains, 
Or if a Loſſe, yet not a Lofſe too plaine ? 
O leavethy plaintfuil Soule more 10 moleſft, 
And thinks that woe when ſhorteſt then « beſt. 
If She for whom thou thus doſt deafe the Skie 
Be dead ? What then? Was he not borxe to die? 
Was fbe not mortall borue ? If thow doſt grieve 
That T imes ſhould be in which She ſhould not live, 
Eve &'reſhe was weep that Daiesr wheele was roll'd, 
Weep that ſhe liv'd not inthe Ape of Gold. 
For that ſhe wai not then thon maieſ? deplore, 
As well 1 that ſhe now can be no more. 
If enly ſhe had died, thou ſure hadft Canſe 
Toblawme the Pates, and their too iron Laws. 
But look how many Millions ber advance, 
What numbers with her enter in this Darce, 
With thoſe which are to come t ſhall Heaven's them ſtay, 
Aud th' Univerſe diſſolve thee to obey ? 
As Birth, Death,"which ſo much thee doth apall, 
A Peece is of the Life of thu'great All. 
Strong Cities die, die'do bogh palmy Raiguer, 
ond fondl:ng thou this to be nr'd complannes. 
If ſhe be dead, then ſhe of loathſome Daies 
Hath paſ#d the Line. whe Length but Lofſe bewrade!, 
Thenſhe hath left this filthy Stage of Care, 
Where Pleaſore ſeldowe, Woe doth ftill reparre, 
For all the Pleaſures which it doth comtaine 
Not countervaile the ſmallef# Minuigs paine. 
And tell me, thow who doſft ſo mach admire 
T h4s luule Fapepr this prove <p ike of F re, 
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which Life « call'd , what doth is thee bequeath 

But ſome fem yeares which Birth draws out co Death ! 
Which if thou paralell with Luſtres run, 

Of thoſe whoſe com ſes are but now begun, 

ſs dares great Numbers they ſhall leſſe appeare, 

' | Than with the Sea when maiched is a Tearee 

, - | But why (howldfs thow bers longer wiſhtobe? 

One Teare doth ſerveall Naturcs Pomnope ta ſee, - 
Nay,even ove D ay,and Night : this Moonegthat Sun, 
Thoſe leſſer Fires about this Round which Rav, 

Be but the ſame which andey Suturnes Raigne., 

Did ihe ſerpenting Seaſons imerchaine, 

How oft doth Life grow lefſe by living long? 

And what excelieth but what dieth young ? 

For Age which all abhor (yet wanld embrace) 

Dath meakg the Mind aiwrinchled as the Face. 

Then leave Laments,and thinke thow did'ft not live 
Laws to that firft eternallCanſe to give, 

But to obey thoſe Laws which he bath given, 

And bow unto the jult dicrees of Heaven, 

Which cannot cr1e,whatever foggy Miſts 

Do blind men in theſe ſubIunary Liſts. 

Bat what if ſhe for whom thow ſþ:nd'ſt theſe Groanes, 
And waſtes thy Lifes deare Torch in rathfall Moaner, 
She for whoſe ſake thow bar'#t the jayfull Light, 

Comrts ſolitary Shades and irkeſom.e Night, 

Deth live ?ah ! (if thon canft ) through Teares,a ſpaces 
Lift chy d11mom'd Lights, and look wpon this Face, 

Look if thoſe Eyes which( feole) thow didft adore, 

Shine net more bright than they were wont before. 

Looke if thoſe Roſes Death could ought imparre 

Theſe Roſes waich'\thom.once ſaidft were ſo faire; 

And if theſe Locks bave loft ought of that Gol”, 

Which o:.ce tl ey had when thou them didfi beheld, 

T lrve, and happy live, but thou art dead, | 
And fill (halt be,t:{l :: op be ke mg mma..e, 


! 
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| Alas while we are wrapt in Gowns of Earth, 
. And blind bere ſack the Aire of Woe beneath, 
Each thing in Senſes Balances we weigh, 
And but with toyle, and Paine thetrachb deſcry, 
Above this vaſs and admirable Frame, 
Thu Temple vipble, which World we name, 
Within whoſe Walls ſo many Lampe do barne, 
So many Arches with croſſe motions twrue, 
Where the Elementall Brothers narſe their ſtrife, 
And by inteſtine Var? maintaiy their Life : 
There x aWorld, aWorld of perfett Bliſſe, 
Pure, immaterial, as brighter far from thy, 
As that high Circle which the reſt enſpheares 
1s from thus dull, ignoble V ale of T eaves. 
A World where all is found,that here « found, 
But further dif than Heaven and Ground : 
It bath an Earth,as bath this World of yours, 
With Creatures peopled,and adorn'd with Flowr's, 
Tt hath a Sea, liks Saphire Girdle caſt 
Which decks of the harmonious Shores the Waſte; 
It hath pare Fire, %t hath delicious Hive, 
Aloone, $un, and Stars, Heavens wonderfull faire: 
Flow'rs never there do fade, Trees grow not old, 
No Creatare dieth there thro fo orcold ; 
Sea there not tofſed is, nor Aire made blacke, 
Fre doth not greedy feed on others Wrack : 
There Heavens be not emſtrain'd about to range, 
For this World hath no need of any Change : 
AAinxtes monnt not to Homes, nor Houres to Daies, 
Dates make no Months, but ever-blooming Maies, 
Here | remame, a»d hitherward do tend, 
All who their Spawof -D aies in Vertue ſpend, - 
What ever Pleaſant this low Place cont ances, 
Js but a Glante of what above remainer. 
T hoſe who (perchante) there can nothing be: 
Bejong'1l, is wide Expanſion which they ſee, 
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{ud that vought elſe mount: Stars Cironmference, 
Fir that nowg bt elſe ts ſubjobt to their ſenſe, 

tele ſuch a Caſe, 4s one whom ſome Abiſme 
4 Uinthe deep Occan kepr bad all bis Time - 
| ho borne and nouriſh d there, cannot belive 
That elſewhere owght withowt thoſe waves car live 2 
(amor beleeve that there be T emyler, Tow'rs, 
Which go beyond bis Caves aud dampi(ſh Bowr's: 

0r there be othey People, Manuers, Laws, 

Then what he finds within the charliſh Waves : 

That ſweeter Flow'rs do ſpring than grow on Rocky, 
Or Beaſts there are excel the shaly Flocks, 

That other Elements are to be fownd, 

Than is the Water and this Ball of Grannd. 

But thinks that man from this Abiſme being brought, 
Did ſee what cxrioxs Nature here hath wrought, 
Didview'the Meads, the tall and fbady Words, 

And mark'd the hills,and the clears romlmg floxas ; 
And all the Beaſts which Natwye forth:dotb bring, 
The feathered Troupes that flie, aud ſmeethy fing : 
Obſerv/d the Palaces,and Cities faire 

Mens Faſhion of Life, the Fire, the Aire, 

The brightneſſe of the Sun that dimes his Sight, 

The Moone, and fplendors of the painted Night : 
What ſmdden rapture would his wind ſurpriſe? 

How would he h:s late-deave Reſort deſpiſe? 

How woxld be muſe how fooliſh be had been, 

To thinke all nothing bat what there was ſeen? 

Why do we get thir hig 
Umo immortal thi 
Why doth our Mind extend it beyond Time, 

Ang 16 that higheſt happineſſe eves clime ? 

For we aye more thanwhat to Senſe we ſceme, 

And mare then Duſt we Worldlings do eſteeme ? 

We be nct made for Eartb,though here we come, 
More th an the Em' tyop for the Motkers Won, be t 
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It weep tobe maar free,and we complaing 

T ks this loathſome: F aile of Care and Paine. 
But thes who-walgar foot-fleps doſb not tyace, 

Learne to rowſe ap thy mind to view this place, 

And what Earth-ereeping Mortals naſt affett, 

If net at all to ſcorne, yet not to neglett : 

Seek not vaine ſhadows,which when once obtain'd 

Are better los d than with ſuch travel gain'd. 

T binks that on Earth what worlalings Greatneſſe call, 

Is but a glorious title to live thrall: 

That Scepteri, Diadenss, and Chaires of State, 

Not is themſelves, but toſmall Minds are great : 

That thoſe who loftieſt monnt do hardeſt light, 

And deepeſt Falls be from the higheſt Height : 

T bat Fame an Eecho «, and all Renown 

Like to a blaſted Roſe; ere Night falls dows : 

And though it ſomething were, thinks how this Round 

I; but a little Poimt which doth it bound. | 

O leave that Love which reacheth but to Duſt, 

And in that Love Eternall only truſt, 

And Beauty,which when once it ts poſſeſs 

Can only fill the Soule and make it bleſt, 

Pale Envy, jeglons Emwlation!, Feares, 

Sighs, Plaints, Remorſe,bere have no place nor Tears, 

Falſe Jojes, vaine Hiper, here be not, Hate nor Wratb, 

What ends all Love here moiF augments it Death, 

If ſuch force had the dim Glance of: an Eye, 

Which but ſome few dates afterwards did die, 

T hat it could make thee leave all other things, © 

And like a T aper-fly there burne thy Wings ! 

And if a voice, of late whichconld but waile, 

$»ch Power had asthrough Eare: thy Soule tofteale 

If ence thn on that poorely Faire conld#it gaze, 

What Flames of Love would thy within thee raiſe i 

Jn what a muſing Maze would it rhee bring, 

Toieatebat once that Qu:re celeſtial fing 2 
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\ |} The faireſt ſhapes on which thy Love did ſeaſe, 
which earſt didff breed Delight, then wonld diſpleaſe; 
But Diſcords boarſe were Earths entiſing Sounds, 
All Muſick but a Noiſe which Senſe confonnds. 
This great and burning Glaſſe which clearer all Eyes, 
And muſter: with ſuch Glory in the Shes, 
Thus filver Star which-with her purer Light 
Makes D ay oft- Envy the eye pleaſing Night , 
Thoſe golden letters which ſo brightly ſhine 
In Heavens great Volume gorgeouſly divine ; 
All wonders inthe Sea, the Earth, the Aire, 
Be but darks Pillures of that Soveraigne Faire, 
And T ongnes, which ftill thus ery tuto your Eare 
(Conld ye amidſt Worlds Catarafts them bears ) 
From fading things ( fend Men) lifs your Deſire, 
And in our Beauty bis us made admire: _ 
4 If wo ſeeme faire ? O thinks bow faire t he, | 
| Of whoſe great Faireneſſe, Shadows, Srepr we bs. 
No Shadow can compare unto the Face, 
No Step with that deare foot which did it trace, 
Your Soules immortall are then place them hence, 
Ard do not drown thems in the CMiſt of Senſe : 
Do not,O: do not by falſe Pleaſure: Might 
Deprive them of that true and ſole Delight, 
That H appineſſe ye ſeek is not below, 
Earths ſweeteſt Joy ts but diſguiſed Woe. 
Here did ſhe pauſe,and with a mild Aſpett, 
id towards me theſe lamping T wins dirett. 
The wonted Raies [ knew,and thrice eſſayid 
To Anſwer makg,thrice fauliring Tongue it ftay'd. 
And while upon that Face I fed my Sight, 
Me thought ſhe vaniſht up to Titans. Light ; 
Who guilding with bis Rayes each Hill,and Plaine, 
Seem'd to have brought the Golden World ag aine, 
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un, Statues, Crownsof Bayes, 
Skje-threatrung: Arches, the rewards of worth, 
Books heavealy-wilc in{weet barmomous layes, 
Which men divine unto the World ſet forth - 
_ States which Ambitious Minds, in blond,do raiſc, 
From frozen Tavaw noto ſun-barat Gorge, 
Gigantill Frames held wonders rarely [trange, 
Like Spiders webs are madethe {port of Daics. 
Nothing is conſtant but in conſtant change, 
What's done (till is undone,and when undone 
Into ſome other Faſhion doth it range ; 
Thus goes the flotiag World beneath the Aſooxc: 
'Wherefore my Mind above Time, Motion, Place, 
Riſe up, and Reps unknown to Natare trace, 
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Tas lofg I followed have my fond Deſire, 
| & Andtoo Jong painted onthe Ocean Streames, 
Too Jong refreſhment ſought amidſt the fire, 
Parſa'd thoſe joyes which to my Soule are Blames. 
Ah when I bad what moſt I did admire, 
And ſeen of Lifes Delights the laſt extreames, 
| {4 foundall bat a Roſe hedg'd with a Bryer, 
A Nought, a Thought, a Maſcarade of Dreames. 
Henceforth on Thee, my o»/y Good, Ill thinke, 
For only thou canſt grant what I do crave; 
Thy Naile my Pea fhall be, thy Bloud mine Lake, 
Thy Winding-ſheet my Paper, Studie Grave z 
_  Andtill my Scule forth of this body flic, 
No Hope I'll have but only ooly thee. 
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O ſpread the Azure Canopy of Heaven, 
And ſpangle it all with Sparkes of burning Gold, 
To placethis pondrous Globe of Earthio even, * ——* 
That it ſhould all and nought ſhould it upbold; 
With motions ſtrange t* induetbe Planets ſeven, 
And Jove to make i#mild, and Afars fo bold, 
Totemper what is moiſt, dry,hot,and cold, 
E410 thy Wikdee's cooght, nonghnt2thy Might, 
to thy Wildeme's to i 
But that thou ſhouldſt, tþy Glory laid afar, 
Come baſely in Mortality to bide, 
And die for thoſe defery'd an andleſle night; 
A Wonder is (o far above our wit, 
That Ange/s Rand amaz'd to thinke on it. 
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VV Hat hapleſle Hap had I for to beborne 
In theſe anbappy Times, and dying Daics 
Of this now doting World, when Good decayes, 
Love's quiteextinCt, and Yertae's held a ſcorne | 
When ach are only pris'd by wretched waies, 
Who with a golden Fleece them can adorne; 
When Avarice and Luſt are counted praiſe, 
And braveſt Minds live Orphane-like forlorne/ 
Why was not I borne in that golden Age, 
When Gold yet was not known ? aod thoſe black Arts 
By which Baſe Worldlings vilely play their parts, 
With Horrid Aas ſtaining Earths ſtately Stage? 
To have been then, O heaven,'t had beenmy bliſs, 
But blefle me now, and take me loone from this, 


On 


Onthe Pourtrait ofthe (jounteſſe of Perthe, 


1 SON. . 
He Geddeſſe that in Awathiuc doth raigne, 
Withfilver Tramells, and Sapbir-eolour'd Eyes, | 

When naked from her Mothers Chryftall Plaine, / 

_ - Shefirſt d unto the wondring Skies 

Or when the go/den-eApple to obtaine, 
 Herbluſhing Snow amazed /das Trees , | 
Did never look in balfe ſo faire a guiſe, ; 
As She here drawn all other Ages Staine, 
O God what Beauties to inflame the Soule, 
And hold the hardeſt Hearts in Chaines of Gold [ 
Faire Locks,ſweet Face, Loves Bately Capitole, 
Pure Neck whieh doth that heavenly Frame upbold, 
If YVertze would to mortall Eyes appeare, 
To raviſh ſenſe She would your Beautie wear, 


- —_ 


SOMN. 


F Heaven,the Stars, and Natwre did her grace 
With all Perfeftions found the Hoone above, 
And what excelleth in this /owey Place, 
Found place in herto breed a World of Love : 
If Angels Gleames ſhine on her faire!t Face, 
Which makes Heavens Joy, on*Earth, the gazer prove, 
And her bright Eyes (the Orbes which Beawry move) 
As Phabusdnell in his glorious Race. , | 
What Pencill paint what Colour to the ſight 
So ſweet a Shape can ſhow ? the bluſhing Aſorre, 
The red mult }end,the 27:{kie-way the white, 
And Night the Stars which ber rich Crown adorne ; 
To draw her right then, and make all agree, 
The Heaventhe Table, Zenxu Jove mult be. 


On 


SON. 


" On that ſame drawn with a Pencil, 


(FAVES: with brave Art the curious Painter lraty 
This Heavenly Shape, the hand wby made he 


With golden Veines that Flow'r of 
Which follows on the Plarer of ; nt yeare ? 
Was it to ſhow bow in our Hewifpbeare, 

Like bim Sbe ſhines, nay that effeAs more true 


Of Power,and Wonder do in her e, 
While He but Flow'rs.and She 

' | Or would he elſe to Fertaes lighe 

Y, ery" Courſe make known, or is*t that He 


Doth paralcll her bliſle with C1545 plight : 
FA Right fo, and thos, He reading in Her Eye 


purple hue, ( beare 


3) 


Some Lowers end, to grace what be did grave, 


For Cypres Tree, this wowrning Flow'r ber gaves 
| MADRIGALL. 


[Es fight be not begail'd, 
And eyes right play their part, 

Bhi Flower is notof Art, 

Bur; faireſt Natures Child, 

And rhough whim Titan's from ewr Wold eeit 
\ BSbe doth not lock ber leaves bis lofſe to moane, 

No wonder, Earth Sud: now more Sans then oye, 


To 
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Parthen1us, 


V V Hile thou doſt praiſe the Roſes, Lillies,Gold, 

. " Which is a dangling Treſſe and Face uppeart, 
Still hands the Sun in Skies thy Songs to heave, | 
A Silence ſweet each whiſpering Wind doth hold : 
Sleep i» Paſithea's Lap his Eyes doth fold, 

T he Sword falls from the God of the fiſt Spbeare, 

The Hearas to feed,the Birds to ſing forbeare, 

Each Plant breaths Love, each Floud and Fountain coll, 
LAnd hence it t#,that / Jug once Nymph, new Tree] 

Who d:dih' Ampbriſian Shepheards S-ghbs diſdaine,. 
Ard ſcors'd bu Layes,mov'd bya ſweeter V aine, 

I: become pitiful, and follows T hee, 
T hee lover,and vanieth that (br hath the Grace, 
eA Garland for thy Locks to enterlace, 


Alexis» 


He Love Alexis did to Damon deare, 
| Shall witneſs d be to all the Woods and Plaines, 
Az ſingular renown'd by neighbouring Swaines, 
T hat to our Relidts Time may Trophees reare. 
Thoſe Madrigals we ſung amidſt onr Flocks, 
With Garlands guarded from Apollos Beamer, 
On Ochelles, whiles neare Bodotrias Streames, 
T he Ecchees dtd reſonnd them from the Rocks ; 
Of forraine Shepheards bent to try the States 
Thewgh I (Worlds Gueſt) aV ag abound doſtray, 
Thou may that Store which I = Survey, 
As beſt acquainted with my Sonles Conceits, 
What ever Fate Heavens have for me de(ign'd, 
1 traſt thee with the Treaſure of my Ming. 
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Wan which ſo ft weetly Sings, 
By Askn's Bankes, and pitiful plains, 
That o!d Mcander never heard ſuch Strainet, 
Eternal Fame, thow to thy Connry brings - 
And now our Calidon wn, 
Iiby thy Songs made a new Helicon, 
Her Mountaimes Woods, and Sprivgs, 
While Mountains Woods, Springs be, ſhall ſound thy praiſe, 
Ang though fierce Boreas oft make pale her Bayes, 
Ard kl theſe Mirtills with exraged Breath, 
Which ſhould thy Brows enwreath ; | 
Her Flouds have Pearles, Seas Amber do ſend forth; 
Her Heaven hath golden Stars 10 crown thy Worth, 


Mcrris. 


T3 ſifterNymphs which hawnt theTheſpian ſprings; 
1 More liberally thery Gifts ne're didbequeath © 
To them who on their Hils ſuckt ſacred Breath, 

Then unto thet, by which thou ſweetly ſings. 

Ne're did Apollo raiſe on Pegale Wings 

A Muſe more neare Himſelfe, more far from Earth, | 


Than thine ; whether thou weep thy Ladies Death, 


Or fing thoſe ſweet- ſowre P angs that Paſſion bring, 
To write our Thoughts in Verſe doth meris Praiſe, 
But thu the Verſe to gild in Fiftions Ore, 
Brighe,rich,delig hifull, doth deſerve much more, 
A: thos baft done theſe thy melodions Lays: : 

No doubt thy Muſes faire Morne doth bewr ay 

The ſwift Approach of a more gliſtring Day. 
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H avvTHORNEDEN. 


Waves of Woe thy Sighs my Sowule do toſſe, 

cm ru 0ut the floyd -_ "_ my tearcs, 

Wheſe ranking Wound no prod; we aume long begret 
n ought wyb e be my pars oth ix MW 

"T's thew ſo [ſweetly in ar to ſing, 

Ard troubled Paſſi ons doſt ſo well accord, 

That more DN Thi fa {hdeth efford, 

Than others Joyes can Satifattion bring. 

Hhat ſacred 7 Vits (when raviſh d) do affeF, 

To force A feflions, Mot amorphoſe Minds, 


> OOO ZXTt> fox, 


Whilſt unmbrou Power the Sealy, ſetyer binds, Fe 
Thos ha#t perfor d; transfors i Effet. At 
 » For never Plainti gid greater | ty move, Ti 


T. be 6 et 4 Fogba} 547 ſuch? Notes approve, R 
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Death 
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Heaven: { then is it,true that Thou art gone, 

And left this woefull //le her Li 
Meliades,bright Day:ftar of the Weſt, 
A Canes blazing Terrour.to the 'Exft : 
And neither that thy Spirit ſo heavenly wiſe, 


Nor Body (though of Earth.) more pace than Skies, 
Nor royall S:er,nor thy (weet tender Age, 
Of cruell Deftizies could qu 


il 
| 


O fading Hopes 1 O (hort-Wh 


eto moane, 


h the Rage? 
laltiog Joy, 


Of Eartb-borpe man,that one Hewre can deſtroy / 


Then even of Yertue: Spoiles Death Trophies FEALCS, 


As it he gloried moſt in many TI eares. 


Then let them dotheir Forſ# lince 


- - 
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Forc'd by bard Fater, do Hesweny negleR our Cries ? 
Are Star: (et only to at Tragedies ? 
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Raiſe whom thowlilt to Thrones, enthron'd.dethrone, 


Staing Priacely Bow'rs with Bloud and even to Garge, 


In Cypreſſe (ad, glad Hymeny Torches change. 


Ab thou haſt left to live,and. in the Time, 


When ſcarce thou bloflom'd'ſt ja thy pleafant Prime, 
So falls by Nortbern Blaſt a vi 
At balte that doth her baſhfull 
Soa ſweet Flawer languiſhiog decaies, 
That late 91d bluſh when kift by Phebs Raies, 
o the Meridian: hcight, 


e, faints unto our fight, 


So Phebu mounting. 
Feb 


Choak't bytpals 
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in oſt, 


ſome Cloſe : 


Aſtoniſh 'R 


F 


kD akeneſs 

ing Aire rth her ſorrow poures, 
;That, ina B Reg = +6 ſee ſo ſdone 
Her Lover ſet,and N/ght burlt forth ereNoowe. 

If Heaven (alrs) ordaintd thee young to dic, 

Why was't not where thoy might thy Yalowr try ? 
And tothe wondring #orld at leaſt ſet forth 
thy expeRted Worth ? 


Some little Sparke 


Moliades, O that by [ters Streames, _Y 


bh 


*Mong Tounding Trumpets, fiery twinkling Glemnyg8Þ Y 


Of warme vermilion Swords, and Carmons Roare, 
Balls thick 2s Raine pont'd on the Caſp/an Shore, 


*Movglt broken Spears,\mongt ring Helms & ſhields; 


Huge beapes of ſlauzhtted Þotics long the Fields, 

Jn T wrkiſh bloud mide reflike Marſes Star, 

Thou endedft had thy Life,and Chiittiin War : 

Or as brive Bxrboy thou hadit made old Rowe, 
Queenof the Worldgthy Triumph,and thy Tombe, 

So Heavens fair Face,toth\unborneWortd, which reads, 
A Book had beenof thy illuſtt ious Deeds. 

So to their Nephews agtd Syres had told 

, The bigh Exploits periform'd by thee of old 

Towos rzz'd, and rais'd, vitorions, vanquiih'd Bands, 
Fierce Tyrantsflying, foy1'd,kill'd by thy Hands. 

And in rich 4rrar,/ Virgins faite bat wrought 

The Mayes and Trophies to thy Connery brought : 
While ſome New' Homer imping Wings to Fame, 
Deate N./u« dwellets had made heare thy Name. 

That thou didſt not, attyjnetheſe Howowrs Sphearer, 
Through want of Porrkjit wasnot,but of Teares. 

A Youth inore brave pale 7roy with .teg@bl: 


PD. vever ice,nor Sie Whol Name Sppalls 


PWAr dim MHOSEDODAEWS 


ng Walls _, 
Both 


POE MS. v& 


' FOE olden Bow'rs4, in b Fights, + 
Muſtring on Afar bis Field, fach Mars-like Knights, | 
The Heavens ht ehee tothe highe High 
of Wie wad Coun wing 8] their Migbe | 
When they thee fram'd. &ye me that whatis brave. 
On Earth,they as their own fo ſoon ſhould crave. 
Meliades (weet courtly Nymphy Jar +, Ao. | 
From Thaleto By jherpemy 
When Forth t _ Whive thou fuſt did - 
Thy tender or (who ſmil'dofton ber Glafſez' ' | 
Toſee thee gaze) Meandring with ber Streames, : 
» | Heard thou hadlt left this Rewnd,from Phabas 5 eames, 
4 Þ She ſought toflie, bur forced to returne 
\ = | By Neigbbonring Brooks, She ſet her ſelfe to mourne 2 
/ | And as (heruſh'd her Cyclader among. 
- || Steſeem'd too plain, thee Heaven bad done her wrong. 
s, | With a boarſe plaine, Cleyd down her ſteepy rocks, 
And Tweid through her green Mounzaines clad with 
Did wound the Ocean murmaring thy death, (flocks, 
The Ocean it roar'd about the Earth, 
And tothe Mauritavian Atlas told, | (rold 
Who ſhrunke through gricte, and down bis white hairs 
s, || Page Streames of tears, which changed were to flouds, 
Wherewith be drown'd the neighbour plains & woods. 
The leſſer Brooks us they did bubling go, 
Did kbep a C onſort tothe publike Woe. 
The Sh: pbeards left their Flocks with. down-caſt cies, 
'Sdaining to look up tothe angry Skies : 
Some brake their Pipes, and fome in weet-(ad Layes, 
Made ſenſcleflethings amazed at thy Praiſe, -— 
Mis Reed Alexss hungupon's Tree, ef 
And with his Teares made Dovey grent to be. 
Mealiades (weet couttly Nywphs deplore 
From Thuleto' Hydaſpes pearely ſhote. 
Chaſte Maids waich haunt faire Agerippes Wel, 
And you in 7ewpes (dered Shage who dwell, 


POEMS, 


led make all Parneſſw ring .,, » 

With Aarhbawes (ad, thy Mglick Phebasfurne 

Todoltfull plaints, whilſt Zoyit (elfe doth mourne; 

Dead is thy Darling who adorn'd thy Bayes, 

Who of: was wont to cheriſh thy tweet Layes, | 

And to a Tramper railethy amorous S::/e, 

That floting De/os envy mighttbis le. . 

' You Acidaliar Archers breake your Bows, 

Yoor Torches quench, with teares blot Beauties Snows, 

And bid your weeping Aforber yet againe 

A ſecond Adovs death, nay ſors his plaine. 

_ His Eyes once were your Darts.nay, even bis Name, 

. Whereever beard; didevery Heart inflame, 

. Tagmdid court his Love with Golden Streamer, 

Rhein with bis Towss,faire Seine with al /beclaimes, 

'But 4b (poere Lovers) Neath them did betray, 

 Andaot (uſpe&ted made their Hopes his Prey ! 

T agus bewailes his Loſe in Golden Sirrames, 

Rhem with his Townsgtaire Seine with allſbe claimese 

Haliades (weet courtly Nympbs deplore, 

From Thule to Hydaſpes pearly ſhore. 
Eye-plealing Meads, whoſe painted Plain forth brings 

White,golden,azure Flow'rs, which once were Kings, / 

To mourning Black, their ſhining.Colomrs dye, 

Bow down their Heads, while tighing-Zephires fif. 

Queenotthe fields, whoſe Bluſh makes blaſh the Afory, 

Sweet &Koſe,a Prices Death in Parp/e mourn, 

 O Hyjacinths for aye your «ze keep ſtill, 

Nay, with moe markes of Woe your Leaves now fill. 

AniyouQ Flow'r of Helens teares that's borne, 

Jato theſe liquid Peerles againe you turne. 

Your green Locks,'#orreſts cut, toweeping Atrres, 

To dcad!y Cypresand Inke-dropping Ferrer, ; 

Your Palmes and /ſerriles change, from ſhadows. dark 
Ving'd Sprenr ware, and you lad Ecchors marke 4 


74 | 
wt fall your Harps; ceaſc Tunes of Joy to ling, o4 
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s 4 ———_ Accents of t Moane, 


Like Sn.oakethat's ſcatt'red in the empty Skies. 
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POEMS.» 


plaine that brave A4liades is gone. | 
Stay Skse thy turning Courſe, and cow become 
ſtately Arch, unto the Exarib his Tombe 2 

And over it (till watry: [rs keep, 


And fad Elefir as Siſters which ill weep : 
Mehiades (weet conly mphedepa: 
From T hbu/e, to Hydaſpes pearly (hi _ 
Deare Ghoſt torgivethele our untimely Teares, 
By which our loving Mind, though weake appeares, 
Our Lofle not Thine (when we complaine) we weep, . 
For, T hee the gliſtring Walls of Keaves do keep, 
ond the P/aners Wheels, Dove bigheſt Source, _ 
Spheares ; that turnes the lower 40 his Courſe. 
Where S#» doth never (ct, nor ugly N:gbt | 
Eyer appeares in mourning Garments dight - 
Where Boreas ſtormy. Trumpet doth not found, 


Nor Clouds,in Lightnings inds altound, 
From Cares cold Climates far,and hot Deſire, | 
Where Time's exild, and ages De're expire; 

Mong pureſt Spirits environed with Beames, 

Thou think'ſt all things below, t bayebeen but dreams 
And joyRt to look down to the azur'd Bars 

Of Heaven powd'red with Troupes of ſtreaming Stars: 
And in their turning Temples to behold, 
In filver Robe the Moone, the San in Gold; 

like young Eye-ſpeaking Lovers ins Dance, 

With Majeſty by Turaes, retire, advance. 

Thou wondreſt Earth to ſee hang like a Ball, 

Clos'd in the mighty Cleyſfter of this Al : 

And that poote Aer ſhould prove ſo madly fond, 
To toſle themſelves for a {mall ſpot of Groand. 
Nay, that they even dare brave the Powers above, 
From this baſe Srage of Change, thatcannot move. 
All worldly Pomp<,and Pride thou ſeeſt ariſe 


Other 


— uot fach us s od bl ] 
Thou {weeter Fong 


While (bal "ror was, do $6 away, 
And ni de, but al Da. 
Forever reſt, thy Priffe' Fame wilt enroule 
Ingolden Annals, white about che Pole 
The flow Boores ah er. or S#x doth riſe 
With ſcarter Senrfetd'theare rhe mourning 
The Virgins tothy Tombe wilt Garlards bes 
Of Flow'rs;zt1d WitYeucth Flow fer fall « 
Meliater (weet couttly Nymph: deptore 
From T! bale | fo ad as ſhote. 
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William Drummond. 


| Or PoRP HYRIS, 
4 Or that white Stone 
PARO 8 affords alone, + 
Or theſe tn A ZUREg&e, 
Which ſeems to ſcorn the SKIE; 
Here Memphis Fenders do noe ſet, 
Nor ARTEMISIA'S Frame, 
That keeps ſo long her Lovers Name: 


Makg no great le Atlas foop with Gold 
To- pleaſe the —_— EY B fbf it. bebo/d: 
The Maſes,Phoebus, Leve,heve raiſed of their teares 


ACryſtal Tomb to bim,through which bis worth appeart+ 


1 
DI ey i444 


| y to-mortall Eyes 
In Wonb#h Y; od F Fame | 
At leaſt that Partthe Ewrth of hi Sala clame, 
This Marble holds (bard /ike the Deftinies ) 
For as to his Spirit, and Nam, 
The One the #orld, the other fills the Skzes, 
Th' immortall Awerancbu, princely Roſe, 
Sad Violet, and that ſwee®Flow'r She beares, 
ln Sanguine Spers the Tenor of our Woes, 
Sprea3 on this S:ofie,and waſh it with your Tears} 
Then go and tell from Gadesunto [nde,  « | 


You ſaw where Earths Perfeftions were con- 
Yar | c way | 


"BOBMS, 


SON, 


bros Glance, a Tens the skies bake, 
Waſting 7 bagd +. £4, 9g 


disioth* hg. of. Dojwnd Nighre 
Isthis {aall erifle, Life, beld in _ v 
ded Fights, who ne're I aright ? 
bian ſhaft loſwift'is not the 7] 
fe,that waſtes it ſelfe,and living dies. 
(þ, what is humane Grearneſſe, V leur Wit *, 
Beauty, Richer, Honeny, Praiſe t 
hat doth ſerve in go/dew Thrower to ſit, 
Earths vaſte Rownd, triamphall Lreber raiſe? ' 
Thai's all x Dreame learne inthis Princes Fall, 
'Inwhom fave Death, noughe mortall weasnt all. 


William Drummond. 


TIF” 


To the Reader. 


He Name, which in theſe Verſes is given unto 
Prince Henry y. is that which be Himlelfe inthe 

his Martial! Sports, and Maſcarads, was 
wont to ule, MoO3LIAaDES Prince of the [fle:s which 
in Axegrow maketh «rd moſt wortby of fuch x 
Koighe he as He was, a Knight ( if Tie had ſuffered his 


AQtions anſwer the Worlds expeRation } only woo 
of ſuch a ord, Miles 4 Deo. | 


MADRIGALS 
| AND 


EPIGRAMS 
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Madrigals and Epigrams: 
The Statue of yOu 


F that Meduſa frange, 

Hhothoſe that did ber on in Fu aid chavge, 
No Image carv'd is this, © 
Medula's ſelfe it #s 
* while at heats of Day 

Toquench ber Thir#t She by this Spring did fay, 

Her hideous Head bebolding m thu Glaſſe, 
Her Senſes fail d, and thus trariforms'd ſhe was. 


The Pourtrait of Mars and Vern, 


FE Aire Paphos wanton Queen 

(Not drawn in White and Red) 

[: truly here,as when mn Vulcans Bed 
She od of al Heavens langhing Senate ſen, 
Gaze on hor Haire, and Eine, 

Her Brows, the Bows of Love, 

Her back with Lillies 
Te alſe might perceive her turne and move, 
But that She neuther ſo will do, nor dare, 
For feare to wake the angry Godof War, 


G 2 


Wnt s Dreame. 


Je dreams'd 4 he bu Wife at Sport, 
Avdfound that fight was through the borny Port, 


Cherries. 


T Wanton we gp no more 
The lofing of your Cherries, 
T hoſe,and far Wray Berries, 
Yowr Siſter in good ſtore 
Hatbinher Lips and Fact, 
Be £144, iſe boy with me and hold your prace« 


Bones. 


V V# H ile with andacious Wings 

Icheav'd theſe airy Waies, 
And filld(a Monſter new )with Dread ard F carer, 
T he feathered People and their Engle Kings : 
Dazelld with Phcebus'Rayes, | 
And charmed with the Mu(ich, of the Sphearer, 
When O wills vow(d'move no ore aud force did faile, 
Though down I fell from Heavens bigh azwre benad:s ; 
Yet doth Renowne my Loſſes conntgrvaile, | 
For flill the Shore my brave attempt reſoundt. 
A Sea.an Eleniew doth brare my Name, _ 
Wha HMortalls ow 40 5 fo grearin Place or Fame. 


GO 
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V2 Y > Toby ©: ha 


4 
S 


POEMS. 8, 
On his Lady, beholding her ſelfe ina Marble, 


One ence | | 
V Koep in my breſt engraver 


Thet Angels face hath me of Re#t bereaven. 
See Dead and Senſeleſſe things cannot deny 
Toledfe ſo drare a Gueſt : 

Ev'n this bard Marble Stone 


Receives the ſame, and loves, but cannot groane: 
To fleep. 


Ow comes it Sleep,that threw 
Even kiſſes me affords 
Of ber (deare her ) ſo far who's abſent now? 
How did I heare thoſe Words, 
Which Rocks mig bt move,und move the Pines to Bow ? 
Aye me,before balfe day © 
Why did” ft tho ſteals away? 
Retwrue,[ thine for ever will remaine, 
If thow wilt bring with thee that Gucit againe. 


Apleaſant deceit. 


Ver a chriftall Sowrce 
Islas Laid bis face, | 
. Of purling Streames to ſee the reitHeſſe Corſe. 
But ſcare be had #'reſhadowed the Place, 
When inthe water be a Child eſpies, 
So like bimſclfe in fature, Face, and Eyes, 
That glad be roſe, and evied, 
Dears Mates approach, ſee whom I have deſcried, 
The Boy of whom ſtrange ſtories Shepbeards tell 
Oft-called Hylas, dwelleth in this Well, 
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The Canon; 


7 Hen firſt the Cxnon from her Throat 
VV pris the gots ns ſhoe, 
Jove wakened with the noiſe did arhy with wonder, 

What Mortal Wight bad ftolne fron bins bis Thender: 
Hu chriftall Tow'r: he feared,out Fire and Aire 
So bigh did ſtay the Ball from mounting there. 


Thais Metamorphoſis, 


] N'to Briarens huge 

Thais wid ſbe might change 

Her Man,ang pray'd him not thereat to grudge, 
Nor fondly thinks it ftrange, 

For if (ſaid the) I might the parts difpoſe, 

I wiſh you not 4 hundred Armes nor Hands, 

But hanared things like thoſe 

With which Priapus in our Garden fands. 


The quality of a Kiffe. 


He kifſe with ſo much ſtrife 
' | FPhbich [ late got ( ſweet Heart ) 

Was it a gn of Death,or was it Life? 

Of Life it could not be, | 

For [ by it did figh my Souls in thee : 

Ne was it Death, Death doth no joy imparts 

Thou filen fand'ft ab ! what d:Ift thou bequeath, 
A ajing Life to me, or living Death? 


B 
A 
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| His Ladies Dog, 


'Hen Her deare Foſome clips 
VV That little Cur which fawnts ro touch hey Lines 
Or when it ws bis hap | 
Talie Lap'd 1m ber jy 
it grows Noon with me, 
With botter-pointed Brames 
Ibarnethen _ are which the Sun forth _— 
Fhenpiercing lightning big Rayes call d may ve > 
And 4 wa bow [ 5 theſe 7 taggre 
Am brong ht, I find no Cauſe, except that She | 
ln Loves bright Zodiack having tzac'd each Roome, 
To the bot Dog-ftar now at laſt is come. 


- 


An Almanack, 


T5 i ſtrange Ecclipſe one ſaies 

Strange Wonders doth foretell, 

But you whoſe Wines excell, 

Ava love to comnt their Praiſe, | 
Shat all your gates, your Hedges plant with Thornes, 
The Sun did threat the World this time with Hornes. 


The Silk. worme of Love, 


Dzdale of my Death 

Now | reſemble that ſlie worwe on Earth, 
Which prone to its own harme doth takg no reſt - 
For Day and Night oppre?, 
Ifeed on fading Leaves 

Hope .mbich me deceives, | 
ud thouſand Webs do ware wit "in my Breſt, 

And thug in end unto my ſelfe I weave 
Afﬀaſi-ſkat Profon, or acloſer Grave, 


$3 POEMS, 


Deep impreſſion of Loveto his Miſtris, 


Vu": mad Dog doth bite, Y 
He doth in Fae full Wo | 
Thar mad Dogs Imag = 

Love mad( (porhaps he my Heart did _, " 
(More to diſſemble An it) oo 
Trans Tue rwelfe to ri] \t 
For t vſext ever fince to me. 

No barks there is ,no Floyd, nor other Place, 

Where I %% ) mat ſee thy Heavenly Face, 


CF A Chaim of Gold. 


A not thoſe Lock, s of Gold 
S __—_ C ond the wildeſt Hearts to hold? 
1 not that Ivory Hand 
DA Diamantine Band, 
JAoft ſwre to keep the moſt As Mind, 
But ye muſt others find? 
O yes. wby i that Golden One then worne ? 
Thus free in Chaines (perhaps) Loves Chaines to ſcornt, 


4 \ 
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6 — Og the Death of aLipnet. 


F ernell Death had E xvrer, 
Or could-be pleas'd by Songe, 
Thu wing'd Muſic cign bad [.v'd mari yearts, 
And Niia mine had never wept theſe Wrong! : 
For when it firſt took Breath, © 
The Heavens thiir Notes dig antoit bequeath ; 
And if that Samjians povenee? be true, 
Ampkion i this Bogy l:v'd anew. 
Bu: Death, who nothing ſparer,and nothir heares, 
- lie ae: h Kings, kil's u, O Griefe ! O Trares {7 
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L ilar Prayer, 


Ove if thou wilt once more 
That I to thee vetwrne, 

; jth God Jmnake me mot burn 
For quivering Age, that doth ſpent Dajes deplore. 
Node then wonnd my Heart 

For ſorpe wnconft ant Boy ' 


aha 4g 


w. 


\d 


7 grace, O let me find 

weet young Lover with an aged Mind, 

rhe Lilla .! 'd, and Idas did reply, 

(Who beard) Deare have thy wiſh, for ſuch am 1. 


Armelin: Epitaph. 


Nee: tothy Eglantine 

Encloſed lies T milke-white Armeline ; 

Once Cloris o»ly joy, 

Now only her annoy, 

Who envied was of the moſt happy Swaines 

That keep their Plecks in Monnaines, Dales,or Plan: 
For oft ſhe bore the wanton in her Arme, 
And oft her Bed,and B oſome did he warn ; 

Naw when wnkiuter Fates did hins deſtroy 

Bleſt Dog he hadthe Grace, 

That Cloris for him wet with teares ber Face« 


Epitaph, 


He Bawd of Juftice he who Laws controll'd, 

' And made them fawn, and frown as be got gold, 
rhe Proteus of owr State, whoſe Heart and Mouth 
{ere farther d'ſlant thaw is North from South, 


” - Thenthewwhotbralld all Lark 


%» ' POS. 
That Cormorant who made bimſelfe ſo grofe | 
On Peoples Ruing, and the Princes Loſſe, w® 
Js gone to Hell, and though be here ad evil, 
| He there perchance may prove an beeſt Devil. 


A Tranſlation. 


lerce Robbers were of old 
Exil'd the Champian Grawnd, 
From Hamlets chas'dyn Cities kill 'd, or boxnd, 
LHAnd only Woods, Caves, Mount ane; did thens bell : 
But now (when all s ſold) 
Woeds, Mount aines,Caves, to good Men be refuge, 
JAnd do the Guilthſſe lodge, 
And clad in Purple Gowns | 
; The greateſt Theeves command within the Townt. 


Epitaph. 


| Hen Death thie hath begwil'd 
AleQos firſt borne Child ; 


Now againſt Wormes cannot maintaine thy Canſe : But 
Tet Wormes (more juſt than thow) vow do no Wrong, Th 
Since all do wonder they thes ſpar'd ſo long ; No 
For though from Life thou ardſt but lately paſſe, It 
Twelve Springs are gone ſince thaw corrupted was. 


Come Citizeus,creft rodenth an Altar, 
Who keep! jou from Ax0,Full Timber, Halter. 


POBM $," 


A' Jeſt. 


BIN « woff holy Church, a holy man, 

F | ox holy $ aint with Viſage wang 

Lind Ey01 likes Fonmaines, lod forth a Prayer, 

.  Larawith trange Words and S1ghs made black the Aires 
+ Lind baving long ſo ſtay'd, and long long pray'd, 

A thouſand croſſes on bim/elfe be lay 

And with ſome ſacred Beads bumg ou bis Arme 

Hi Ey00,.bus Momrb, bis T. Breſt did charme. 

Thus not content (frange Worſhip hath no end) 

Tokifſe the Earth at Laſt he drd pretend, 

And bowing down beſought with þ awbie grace, 

An ag1d Woman neare to give 
She 1#79d, and txrving ay ber ney 
Said, Sir kifſe bere for it ts all but Earth. 


Proteus of Marble. 


Hu u« no work, of Stone, 


Tris: it ſeems hea opeld [enſe bath nonez 
But that falſe God which keep 


The monſtrous people of wk ray 
Now that he pc” not chang raging Doprs while, 
h « Fw Conffans more 5, ro beguile, 


Pamphilus. 


Ome Ladies wed, ſoxse love, and ſome adore them, 
T likg their wanton ſport then care not for them. 


&pelles 


P 


' Angderethat Penci them 


' 
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Apelles enamour'd of Campaiþe, Alexander; Milris, 


Oore Painter while I ſought 

To connterfeit by eArt x 
The faireſt Frame which Nature ever wrowght, 
having limmd each Part p 

XK xcept her matebleſſe Eyes : 
Scarce on thoſe Sunil gaz'd, 


As Li HR b from Sher, | 
when Pra wy Hand my 


Mind emazd, 


Love had them drawn, wo, grav'd them in my Breſt, 


-- Campaſpe. 
'©Q, N Stars ſhall I exclaime, | | 
Which thus my Fortune change, pu 
Or ſhall I elſe revenge At 
Upon my ſelfe this (hame, ' 0” 
Inconſtant Monarch, or ſhall I thee blame 
Wholers Apelles prove - 
The fweer Delights of Alexanders Love ? | 
No, Stars, my ſcife,avd thee, [ all forgive, 
And Jojes, that thus { live ; | ( 
Of thee,blind King, my Beauty was deiÞis'd, W; 
Thoudidlt not know jt, wow bring known 'tis prix/d. Br 
1 - 
Hy Cornucopia. 4 71 
F for our ovly Horne, _ _, Cos - 
Which Nature to him gave, | 
So famous is the noble Unicagne ? 
What praiſe ſhould that Man have, 
Whoſe Hiad a Lady brave 


Death tyith a goodly paire at ence agorne ? 


A "4 
0 ; 


Love ſuffers no Paraſol. 


"Poſe Eyes, deare Eyes, be S, 
Shared 1wo bright Ss Suns are rol 6, 

F Irwf, aire H and 
| RS now appraren 
_ [ee Je coy! hand 

© | Tobide from me 4 oſe Eyes, 
mY | ian adviſe 

chaſe ſome other foe than that white Hand : 

Id, gr _ do, for t1mt a_— true this know, 
© | Theſe Suns ore long mnt needs conſne warme Snow: 


Unpleaſant Muſick, 


| fields Ribaldo frey'd 
Mayes T ape#try to ſee, L 
And bearing on a Tree 

A Cuckow ſing, igb'd to on and ſaid, 

Loe how alas even Birds fit mocking me. 


Lg 
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Sleeping Beauty. 


Sight too dearely bought, | 
Shee ſleeps, andihongh thoſe Eyes 
Which lighten ſer dtbrg 
Brelos'd, yet ſuch 4 grace : 
3 That I through Wonder to grow ans Us 2 
;| Sunsif nt you have ſuch aryC.ouy ; nia ie 
'] What power have 1 t' endure you when yew ſhine ® 


Alcons 


% > 
Ss 


: Meom Kille, 


Vue otheys at their E are, X 


Two Pearles,Cumilla at ber Noſe did weare; | ſe 
Which Alcon who nenght ſaw 
(For Love is blind) rebb'd with aprerty Kifſe; Now 
But having known bu miſſe, \ 
And felt _ Ore be from that Mine did draw, 
When ſhe ro come again did him deſire, 
He fled;and ſaid, toule Water quenched Fire. 


The Statue of Yeu ſleeping. 


Parr vexe uot thy Mind = / 
To make me mine Eyes unfold; 

For if thou (howldſt them bebold, 

Thine perhaps they will make blind. 
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Laura to Petrarch, 


I Rather love a Youth and chil#(þ Rime, 
Than thee whoſe Verſe and Head are wiſe through 


; (T 1m, 
The Roſe. 


| Nag r which of Adons Blowd 

| Sprang, when of that cleare Floud 

Which Venus wept,another white wat borne : 
The ſwttt Eynarean Tonch thou lively ſhowr, 
But this (þarpe- pointed Thor nt 

So proud ite Phy Crimfin Folds thar grow?, 
What dcth it repreſent ? 

Boares Teetb( Jerhape\bi wilk-white Flanke which rents 
O ſhow in oze of uneſteemed Worth 


That both the kill d, and killer ſerteth forth ! 
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A Lovers Prayer. 


TEare £04 dy y S 
fwd Bow mor, 


Trees which Pp Oigrit "ag forth bag 


| == ir Fo 
er ” * 4 
| | rs. bigbeft Hoa as San 
Sin Heavens e ec ares, 
Aurora av 4p you Serif ——__ 


H 


Mir; 


Ere yrs” \ 697 ho, 4 wade 
Who whilſt be liv'd in Beauty did ſurpaſe 
yo Boy, Hs beavenly Eyes c 

ghe Cypris from above, 

im co ak who leekid i in watry Glaſs 
Even Judge the God of Love. 


And if the Nymph once _—— 
ye the fare would bere but 
A Purple Flow'r ſee bf this Marble borne. 


W, 


ſhou!dſt in Natures ſcorne 


— TheTrojan Horſe. 


Horſe I an, who bit, 
Reinegrod,Spur do not feare, 


When I my Rogers beare, 
With my Wombe not on 
No ftreames [ ys eat. care for Grafſe or Corne ; 


| FF. 


my Back they fit. 


Art me a Movſter wrought 
All Natures workes to ſcorne; 


A Mother I was without Mother borne, 
4 | ſnendallarm'd my Father 1 forth brought : 


... 


What thouſand Ships, and Champion: 
Conld not ao Serpareres I rax'd Troy's Town. 


1» 94 
For Dorm, | 


Hy Nais > nice TEAS 
VVz to Law ob Stowe, 
Dorus wew/d yow kiſſe 2 
enie him not tha bu iſe, 
He's but « Child (0 (ds Men be Children twice) 
And even 4 T wot 

And when bu tet O0Nr's + in thet delight 
Te nerd not feare be wil thoſe Cherries bite, | 


Love vagabonding 


far fro Sod? of the Sea, 


VTefua? Pb 
Son, 


eAlblabb're 
Love, 


Who ſceks ber gi 
The little wy hat p 
hoſe golden ſhaſts your chaſteſt: Boſomes prove z 
bo having al Ihe Heaven hath ” ona 
ys enght ro bims that finds him ſbe' | impart 
el ber be nightly ledgerb in my Heart, 


To a River. 
Ith She will not that I 
She to the World my Joy, 
Thou who oft mine ann 
Haft heard dere Fldel Thetis if thox can 
| Tat not 4 bap | 
Doth rai, cal wi the Skie. 
HAore ſweet, more white, more faire, 
Lips, Hands, and Amber Haire, 
Tell none didever touch, 
Al ſmaler daintier Waſte - 
Tel never was embrac't 
But pexce fince ſhe forbids thes tell too much, 


F 


POEMS: ” 


Veb Lida i,that who ber ſees, . * | 
hrgh Envy,or throng Love, Jreigins davis.” ( Lt 


Phrene. 
Onian Sifters help wy Phrznes to oh; be 
| roms heart of my MR: | Hoh 
\ | Fr [ ſorcharged ans ſo ſyyg chat 1 not know 


what fir## to NG of ' Breſt, or Neck.of Fae. D 
Her Cheghs with Roſes fpredy or ber two Sun * Ju, 

Her teeth of brighteſt pearl her lips where Sw bs 
But thoſe ſo praiſe EE, fo all ve Pry 


e | 
Mer 1 like Servant arbor ewell 6? — 
Here Phirznc tay'd my Mule ore ſhe had well begin, 


Kiſſes deſired. = 


Tins gh 1 with range Deſire | 2 
To kiſſe rboſe roſie Lip: am ſet on fixes, 
Te will Ceaſe to Crave 
\ PSmeet keſſes in ſuch ſtare, 
' $41he who long before 
» Prthouſands So fron Lesbia dd receive - 
\ PFveet beart but once me biſſe, 
ud 1 by that ſw:er bliſſe 
ven ſweare 10 ceaſe you to importane morey 
Piire 0n8 no namnber ts, 
Wether Word of me ye ſhall not heare 
Wſter oze Kſſe 6,11 {till one ih. my Dearts 


F 
", 
ids, 
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- 


D. fired 


Fs "6 
Defired Death. 


Dig Lifagbile I dotewch © 
Theſe Corra Bliſe,” 
Which fill Fan ood dobkifs, 
Ang ſweetly me ay to do 4s much. 


All yg 


Were dwell, 
tha dye. 
F for to be ns and mom N't wg: to wandey, F 
12ts a) can wade chaft ſe, they afte is Pharbe with | 4 
"& (adn * 
4 Anſwer. 1 4 
I 
Ent: to be alone al Nig br i in Heaven to wander, Al 
Waonld make the wenronchaſte, then ſhe's chaſte with} Al 
(out ſlander. 
The cruelty of Roye. © | 

VV Hilſt {ghing forth hus Wrongs, [ 
In ſweet, though aoleſull Songs, | | , 

Alexis ſought to charm Earn Earcts, " Ph 
T he His were heard to moane, Sat 
To /igh each $ ring « cared, "44 


Trees hardeſt Trees through Rine afilld thelr Teath Þ # 
And ſoft grew every « Stone : 4 
But Teares, nor Sr gb1,hoy Songs could Rota move, 
For (ke re jozcea ai %s plant and love, 


POEM 8, 
A Kills, 


Arkes,happy Lovers, harke Oo” 
| Hits firſt and aft of Toth yy 
Thu ſweeter of eAnnojes, * 4 724 wh 
Thi NeQtar of the Gods, 03s 74d 
Ton call a Kiſſe,is with it ſelfe arode + E: 
A ſo ſweet is nor | WLY 
Ine Meaſure got, | Ty 
of Sun, avis 1d the ibhy > 

— +3 Loversharks. 


Kalas Complaint 


Ala o/d Mopſus Fife, | 
Kala with fabreFF Face, , 
For whom the Netghbour Swaines oft were at fit 
41 (he to milke her ſnowy Flock did tend, 
Sigh'd with a heavy Grace, © 
And ſaid : What wretch like me doth lead her life t. 'B 
I fee not how my T atkg (ball bave an end : 
+, | 41l Day { draw theſe ſtreammy' D971 in Fuld, + 
a All Night mine ems Hui bmni: ſoft and cold," _ 


-F B+ 


"7 Phillis. - *® : oy 
N Peticoat of green, 
Her Haire abont her Eine, 7 1) 
Phillis benoath an O «ke 
Sate milking ber faire flock, - 


'Mongft that ſweet-ftrained moifture (rare deligh 


a | Holder miligin mils now 


H 3 


4 100 7 . OEM f, 
A Wiſh, 


Nox on this Ronnd below | 
Rich Midas till to know, | 
And mikg all Gold 4 touch, 

Do I defire,it is for me too mnch ;, | 

Of all the Art: praftird beneath the $kje, | 
1 woxld but Phillis Lpidarie be. » 58 


Nils. 


Iſa, Palemons Wife, him weeping told 
L V He kept no: Grammar rules now being old; 
For why (quoth ſke.) poſition falſe make ye, 
Putting s ſhort thingwhere along besld be, 


A Lovers Heaven. 


Hoſe Stars, nay Suns, which ture 
So ſtately tm their Sphearetr, - 
He ; wok. do not burne, | 
The Beaxty ef the Morne 
Which on theſe cheeky appeares, 
The Harmony which tethat voice & given, 
Hates me thinks jou are Heaven. | 
If Heaven you be, O that by powerfull Charmes, 
I Atlas were erfolded tn your armes ? 


Epitaph. 


6 though wot-refhefted Earth,doih hold 


+, =. ENT 


br bus worth whoſe Tombe (hold be of gold. 


Bcautics - 


ys on - SS os SS EYE «= 
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| Beauties Ideas 


VVz: would PerfeQtions faire Idex 
Onpretty Cloris let hims 
is berk hairs, her Teeth w 
k be ber Eyes, ber Eye- brows 
- Locks, ber Boay, bands do long appeare, 
But T eat ſhort, ſhort her Wambe,aud either Eare ;- 
Thi ſpace *twixt Shoulders, Eyes ave wide, Brow wide, * 
Strait Waſte,the Month ftr ait,and her virgin Pride. 
Thick are ber Lips, Thighs, with Bankes ay abs there, 
"a T fab wall Fingers, and ber Haire x 
Her fi 4 Ak her Chirksy ber Nailes berg, 
Liule ber Foot,B reft Tittle,and hey Head. 
Such Venus was, ſ#ch was that Flawe of Troy, 
Such Cloris is, nine Hope,and owly Joy. 


Lalky Death. 


MidHi the Waves profonng, 
| Far, far from all Reliefe, 

The honeſt Fiſher Lalus, ah ! is drown'd, 
Sha this Lnttle Shiffe : 
The Boards of which did ſerve bins for a Biere, 
So that when be to the blackWorld came neare 
Of hins no Silver greedy Charon gor, 
For be in his own waf > 


Didpaſſe that Flond, by which the Gods do ſweare. © 


wow, 


whit ber Thin, 


Ine : 


. 


H 3 Flowers 
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$666 Fr Re ae | 
FLOWERS & SION: 


*OR | 
SPIRITHALL PoEws;” 


By-W.D. 


COINS: > 
"no Arches $tatnes crown'd with Bayes; 
; Obeliskes, Te 
Brazen Cololles gee ot Fame, Fes 
And Temples bnilded to vaine Deities praiſe - 

States which nog Minds in bloud go raiſe, ... 

From + he 160k \ pps the-Artick Teame,... 

And even what we write to Keep aurNawe,: ... -- 

_ Logon Caules are'made the ſport ot Daics ; ; 

only conſtant is in conſtant Changes 

wy one 1s, is undone, and when undone, 

Into ſome other figure doth it range, 

T bus rolls the reſtlefſe World beneath the Moon ; 
Wherefore (my Mind)above Time, Motion,Place, 
nbd Stepr,not rover d by Nature, trace, 
17 L 


-- 


oh: th - "JOE 
ot Fig * RED As Ix; 


Is 


ombes of. the valtelt F "(Pre | 
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Good that never latisfiesthe er." | 
f "ni Foltof Gal mers Tins eombin'd, 
A —— A | 
AGlory at Opinionsfrc 


ATrcaſury which 


A Knowledge than grave 
A vaine Delight our 
A Stile of gr eatteſſe, in effeRta Dreame, 


Aſwelling le oder wi he of bolding Sex ahd Land, 
Aſervile Lot,d 


"with pom 
Are the ſtrange Ends we toyle eg" below, 


Till wiſe Death make ns our crrours know, 


333 


[7 P fe aright FORE i, 
Foy if «t long appeare, 
Then u« it r ſpent, and Oaks long Night draw: veare 4 
Shadows are moVing, | 
And is there ought bong P the t 

When it is moſt in Sight, LP 
It feales away, aid none krows how or we, ou Bf 
$0 neare 0nr Cradles 50 our Coffins arts 


10  Tropns. 


an) 
Ook 3s the Flo 'r which; doth fade, 
The Moryi ng late, t regs mers Queen, 
Spoyt'd'of that Juyce which freſh and green, . 
As 5 high as it did rg ſebouplow head 3 
Right ſo the pl eds uy dead, 
Or1a their 450 £ onl 
Wicb ſwiſter ſpeed declines than erſt it ſpred, 
And (blaſted Fx St now ſhows what it hath been, 
| Therefore, as doth the Pi lgrimywhom the Nighe 
Haſt darkly to ic ancodi Ways. 
Thinke ob thy H my Sola ) and thioke aright, 
Of what'syet lefi of Lifea walting Day; 
Thy'Sun poſts Vaſt Elan is thy Morne, 


And wide it is ot given tbce to be vorne, 


AR 


IV weary ayer ſo far not flies 

An bowlng Tempel}, Harbour to attaine, 

Nor Shepheard haſts (when frayes of Wolves ariſe 

So faſt to Foldto x tus bleating traine, 

AsI (wing'd with Contempt = juſt Diſdaine) | 

Now flie the Wag and has; it.malt doth prize, 

And SanAuary ſeek ree to xemiaine 

From wounds of abjet Times, and Enyies eyes ; 

To me this World didonce {eem (weet and faire, 

White Senſes lighr, Minds PerſpeRtive kept blind; 

Now like 1unagin'd Landskip in the Aire, 

And weeping Raine-bows her beſt Joyes I find : 

94 ought here js had that praiſc ſhould have, 
t is an obſcure Lite, and filet Grave. 
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Oi this faice Volume which'we World do vame,, 
[t we the ſheets and leaves could turne withcare,. 
Of bim.whoit c and did it frame, 
We cledre-mightrend the Artand Wiſdome rare, 
Find ont his Power whick wildeſt Pow'rs doth rams, 
His Providence extending every- where, {+ 
His Juſtice which er) =. hel doth not ſpare, -. 
In Jo P of the ſame - 
Bat filly we ike « fooliſh Childten reſt, 
Well pleas'd with colom'd Velum, Leaves of Gold, - 
Faice dangling Ribbatds,leaving what isbeſt, 
On the preat Writers {tenſe ne'ret hold ; 

Or if by chance we ſtay our Minds on onght, 

It is ſome PjRare on the Margine wrought. 


248 


He Griefe was common, cominon were the'cries, 
Teares, >@s,and Groanes of that atflited Trane, 
Which of *Gods choſen did the Satncontaine, 
And Eaith rebounded with them, pierced were Skies ; 
All good bad left the World, exch Vicedidraign 
Inthe moſt monſtrous ſorts Hell coulddeviſe, 
And all Degrees;and each Eſtate didſtaine, 
Nor further had to go: whom to ſurprize; w 
The World beneath; the Prince of Darknefſe lay, 
Andin each Femple bad him all's, 
Was (acritic'd unto, by Prayers-callt; | 
Reſponſes gave, which (fooles) they did obey : 
When (rtying Man) God 'of'aVirgines wombe 
Was borte, ja. rage falle Denjtvitrooke © dambc. 


Run 
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- 


Pa(Shepheards 
A br thete the 
A Saviour there is 


In at be G IM 
the Aire the Tancls \wame, 


TT 


r&&cchoed the ſame. 


228 
vs thanthe faireſt day, thrice fairer night, 

Nigh to beſt Daies, in which a Sun goth riſe, | 
Ot whicht Eye whichcleares the Skies, ( 
Is buta{parklj a Shadow light ; Amot 
And blefied ye Oi baſtcrs light) \ | 
Mild Creatures in fe.warme Cribnow lies, | flo 
That Heaven-ſent.Y brag born Wight, wy 
'Midſtzevd, beginning of neon 
Bleſt Cottoge on ia Wins ſpread, 
Though wit Gris the grace 
To deck mdve ca pe to that Plac 


Tinoliginaia the ſ ds of oaten Reed "Ip. 
Pefaretbe Babe,the Shepheards bow'd their knees, ”_ 
And S Springs Lan Nectar, Honey dropt frota Trees. j 


To 


»» Yor, to thy Wiſdom's og 55m rought to thy vight, 


But that thou ſhouldit(t ') 1 v4 
Come meanely in mort ity - rao 2n{t) 
and die for thoſe deſexv'd cternallplight,- mw 
A wonder is ſo far above our wity* | + © | 17 
That Angels ſtand amaz'd to muſe ont. . 
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Helaſt and greateſt]  Herauld of Heavens King,” 
Toi with rough Skins, hics tathe Defarts wilds « 
Among that (avage brood the Woods fertbbring, -. 
Which be more barmeleſle found than-man,and on 
His food was Locuſts,angiwhat x 3-1 = Miu 
With Honey that fronyVirgine Hivegdiſtull'd 
Parcht Body, bollow.Ey &5,ome h debiog | 
Made him appeare, lopg fince fron exil'd, _ 
On God, with aha rare” 16, wn hi " 
Repent,repent,and fromg old errourgdbrne; : 747 


itolitned 0 ionoiee,vbey'd veep. 
e Ecchoes, which he maderelont, / 
Kang m their flioty. Caves, repentaepent. 


ed*Feet do now a 
feb Bate, 
morle unto thee driven, 
| e Raines aym'd-at marke, 
My faults confelt (Lotd) lay they are forgiven. 
Thus figh'd to ] cfausthe Betbanian fairc, 
His teare- wet Feet ſtill drying with her Haire, 


333 


| Fa Countries new delights to find, 

Bur 4bfor'plenſtre I did find new paine, 
Enchanting Plextdr&ſo did Reaſon blind, = 
That Fathers loveund words I ſcorn'd'as vaine : 
For Tables rick; fofbed, for folbwiog traine 

Ot carefull lervanrsto obſerve my Mind, 

Theſe Heards1%eepmy fellows are afſign'd, 
My Bed's a Rock,and'Herbs ny Lite ſaſtaine. 
Now while Hfaminefeele,fexce worſer barmes, 
Father and'Lord Leurne,thy Love (yct great ) 
My faults will pardon, pitty mingeſtate, 


This where anagedOake had fpread its Armes 
Tbought the loft@hudgwhile.asthe Heards he led, 
And pin'd with;hufger og: wild Acorns tedy-- --- | 


- . 4 = 


$44 
Js | 


= 


not thinke at all, or thqughlt 
(this thy Pelicans | At 

Here patſe,and let fit ſcorn )beaven ſea. 
Net hour forth ea bro poand loud for thee. 
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Fin the Eaft when you do there behold © 
eek from rom bis Chrifal Bed the Sun'to nds Get 

With is Robes and Crowne ola; 
\ Lf gazing onthat Empreſſe of t feving | 
That rakes ſo man) formes, and thoſe faire Brands 
Which blaze in Heavep: bigh V ault,Nights waechfut 
ſeeing how the Seas tumultuanes Bands (#6: ; 
Of bellewing Billows have theis. comrſe confin'd, 
How wnſuftam'd the Earth fill fe ſands ; 


q wortall Wig bes, you e're found in your 


Athought, that ſome great King Lid fe aheve, 
Who bad ſuch Laws and Rites to them aſſign d? 

4 King who fix'd the Poles, made Prv's' 3 10 move, ' 
AllWiſdome,Pureneſſe,Exttelency, Might, 
Ai Coodnrſe, Greatneſſe, Fuſtice, Beamy, Love ; 


ith 


Mo roms. 
With feare and wonder bitber twrne your Sight, 

See ſee (alas) bim mn — State 
Thought could 70 imo Reaſons Li 'ebe, 1 
y pref with griefe 
rue t Death and, $605 oe a ”Y 
1 joft Wog contd 
Fro ſa0e a humane Recs. | 
ing fee pe Tree, 


0ach and ſad 
O ator Put ph: ve in ree | | 
He bis own. L th 496, $7.6 doth lg,” 
For Wormulingi baſe ſuch Worthineſſe to ſec, 
Poore W; Juhi ; Viſas | 
His 
Likes cn 
Wea Rar wor pes , aftoni a World lament, 
ent,you nds, you eaven that all cont aines, 
And bow (my Somle ) let ngnght thy Griefes relay, 
Thoſe Hands, thoſe ſacred Hands which hold the reing; 
Of this great Allzand kept from mutuall wars 
The Elements, btare rent for thee their Veines : 
T boſe Feet which once muſt trade on golden Stars, 


For thee with Nails would be pierc'd through audio, | 


For.thee Heavens King from Heaven h:{elfe debart; 
T bis great Fei ng Dot waile and <ng 
. Tee that long fince Hime ſaw b ' might of Faith, 
Te now that «16,494 e yet to borne. 
Not to behold bis yn Creators Death, 
The Sun frons fuſs y / It ejes bath vail'd his light, 
And fainth. IO vp Heavens ſaphyre Path: 
And cntting from ber Prow: ber Treſſe: bright, 
The Moone dath keep her Lords ſad Obſequeer, 
Impearling With r ber Teages her Robe of N :ght. 
All ſtaggering and azie lowretht Skies, 
The E gs nd elementall Stages quake, 


©. The long- fince dead from burſted Graves ariſes 


FOBMS, wn 
ſenſe yet ſorrow take, 

And beare apart w all thens wrought ? 
And Man (though with wy ſhall pitty lack! 
77 tet had been Pk r fhaze, mms 
Tot s imſelf6,; &'d 

Your « of a WS hab Ra be bebe 
Aut woes do you atiend ? if ft 
a I your wonred f? wretched Brood, 


Au can things want 


” 


Nor Altars 
That long tines hy for ſacy 
Allthat is from you crav'd by this wee 1 
[rt bilteve, a pure Heart _ -_-* 
t, What gift (alas) can we hin meaver bring? 
ww; | Hoſe n-fick Soules, this ſtafon do not miſſe, 
Now while remorſeleſſe Time doth grant you ſpace, 
. And God invites you to your only Blifſe : 
| Hewho you call: will not dtny you Grace, 
tors, | But low-deey bury favlts.ſoye regent, 
bart, His Armes ( loe) ffretched are yomto embrace. 
: | hen Daics are donegand Lifes [mall ſparks is ſpent, 
$»y0u accept what freely bere is given, 
Like brood of Angel: deatbl:ſſe, all-content, 
Te (hall for ever live with him is Heaven. 


__ Gathert 


What a (harpe Daten barons dukrrebrn 
Behold bapalid Fc: 
And what a throog of 
Come forth yc Empyre 
Prelervothy red Bloud 
en Tactots , 
O to be loſt they {300 much warth AY Noy 


For Streams, Jaiee, Billy thy are, which huctich, ki, 
3 
CHarmies © 
Of GadyDeubHallahe wrath,the life, the harmes, 


M4 , 
Oule, whom Hh did ance inthrall, 
He, He fer the offence, | 
Did ſuffer Death, who could not dit at al, 
O ſoveraigne Exctllen'e,.. 
O life of altthat lives, 
Eternall Bounty which edch good RI) gi vos, 
How could Death monnt ſo bigh ? 
No wit this Point can reach, 
Faith oxly doth m« teach, 
He died for us at all whe could not dye, 


CESSES PA 


41 + MS, 

Ite to givelife, dantinad is ot Life, 
s | Lace Death diſplay'd hath Enkigie againſt Deaths - 
——_—_— po oa of Death, 
could dannt jt bat the Life of Zife - 
bad Pow tothrall Lifes Pow'rs to Death, 
But willingly Life down bath laid Life, ; | - 
love gave the wound which wrought this worke of 
His and Shafts were of the Tree of Lefe. (Deab, 
Now quakes the Author of cternall Deach, 
Tofind that they whom late he reft of Lyfe, 
Shall fill bis Roome above the liſts of Dear, 
Now all rejoycein Death-who hope for Life. 


Dead Jclas lies, who Death hath kill'd by Deab; y 
No Tombe his Tombei is,but new Source ob Lions wth. 


\ 

Iſe from thoſe fragrant Climes thee now embrace,. ak 
limo this World of Onrs O haſte thy. Race, nn. 
Faire Sun, and though comrarie waies allyeare +1) 4\T 
Thos hold thy Comrſe,new wath the higheſt Sheare, - \ 4 


Jopd thy bigs Wheeles to baſten T ime that dow'rs, d\ "WY A 
Andlazy Minutes turne toperfitÞ. Homety,-- ih jNY 


The Night and Death tgo long ale bave wade __— 7 Y 
 $ Tofftow the World in Horrowrs « b fades. BYL AY 
| Shake from thy Lockz1 a Day with Safron rei "2 0 


fe 


| Sofaire, that it out 


ſhine all atber deiety inn an be ey 


And jet do not preſume (greet Eye of .L AV 
Thetha which this Day aſt wm, bright, 1-1 14d \ 


See, Eternal $nmnbaftitenriſes.... v0, von) we» 24h O 
Net from the Eafterne bluſhing Seas. or "a : 
Or any ftranger Worlds. Heavens Conc 8, 
*e Efrem the Darkneſſe of an bollow Grave . x4 
I 
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And this 1 that all- powerfull Sun above, 

That crown'd thy Brow: with Raysifrft made thee mu: . 
Lights Trumpeters,ze need not from your Bow'rs | 
Proclaime thu Daygbu the angelic Pow're 

Bepaints Heavens Chriſt all, to t ing view 
Earth: late bid Colomrs ſhine, Light doth aderne 
TheWorld,avd (wetying Joy) forth comer the Morne; 
And with ber,as from « Lethargich Trance 

The breath retard that Bodies doth advance, 
Which two ſad Nights in Rock lay coffin'd dead, * 
And with an iron Guard invironed: 

Life ont of Death, Light ont of Darkmſe ſpring, 
From 4 baſe Jitide forth comes the King of Kengs ; 
What late was twortall.throll dio every woe, 

That lackey: lifey/or upon ſenſe doth grow, 

Immortal is, ef un. ternal Stampe, 

Far brighter beaming than the morning Lampe. 
Sofrom 4 black Ecclipſe ont»peares the Sun : 

Swch [when her courſe of Daies have on her run, 

In a far-Porvoſin thepravly Eaft, « 

Lnd ſhe ber 


Haile holy Poftwgreareſt Viktor baile, 
wt? by 


That Hell dotlf ip ainff Diith prevaile, 
O how thow lon'd for conſt! with joyful cries, 
The all-trin Palatine: df" Skies 

Salute thy Hwy; Earth wonld Joyes no more 
Beare, if thou rg wadſt thets net reſlore : 


\ | '\ 
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A fly Tombs ſhowld not bis Fleſh encleſa, 
4 Heavens (renebling T araſſes 4; 
No Monument Nog o 4 Jewell 
No Rock, though Gald. 
Thea didÞp py widow bamane Rice, \{ am? 
angry See Lie? tr ivos Grate \ 4. tl 
Mare thatiwe forfeited aid loſed fi BY 
ſsEden Rebells when wewre _ g 
Then Earth on wai,; Ex oj; Out pies... 
Earth and Eart Euge : thes hoſt ors with baaved, | 
D what 4 hight of pv «s ſtreams 
From the great Gal pre thy Bowntios Bearer? \ 
When we eat peel es do flames of wrath, - 
Thoi bledſt our wounds, aid ſuffer did#t nr Pagſy": | 
Bu Fatbers Jaffice plead, Hell, Death orecome, \ .'.. 
In tri@mph now thou viſeſt from thy 'Tombe, ' No 
With Glories which paſt Sorrows conntartaileg > of 
Baile holy V:Qor, greateſt Vittor haile, 

Hente humble ſanſe and hence ze Guides of ſmnſte-> da, 
We now reach Heaven, your weake temelliggnce. . nn 1 
Aud ſearthing Pow're were in a flaſnawede thts - > 
Tolearnt from all Etervity, that bind > a 
The Father bredgthein that he here did come 
(Hi Bearers Parent) in a Virgins Wambe ; | 
But then when ſold betray'd,crown'd ſreany'd with Thard; 
Nal'dto 4 Tree, all breathleſſe blondlyſſe,torney - \ 
Enomb'd, bits r:ſen from a Grave to find, 

Confounds your Cunning gnrues liks Aoles, you blind. 

Death, thou that heretofore ſtill barren waſh, 

Ng, didſt each «ther Biyth eats np and waſte, 

Imperioxts, hateful, pirileſſe, nnjuft, 

martial equaller of all with duſt, 

Sterne E xecationer of heavenly doomie, 

Made frnitfull now Lifes Mother art become, 

A ſw:etrehefe of Carts the Soule moleſt, 

4 Harb; inger to Glory,Peace ax Ref, GREETS 
2 Pat 
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Put off th rene, ers all thy Gall 
T 6 dajly Fran Life gproud of rhyfall, 
; F- train all thy Captrves, haſte to riſe, 
ud every Conrſt in Eartb-quakgs where it lies, 
Sound from e; Grave, and rocky Jaile, 
Baile holy Viflor,gneateft Vittor haile. 
The Wirld that wanning late and faint did tie, 

Applanding to our , thy Vittory, 
Toagouny Prime Efſayerto twrne ag aine, 
An4 ac ere ſol '4 with; Sin yet to remaine, 
Her chilling Agnes ſhe begins to miſſe, 
All Bliffe retnrating with the Lord of Blifſe. 
With greater light Heavens Temples opened (bine, 
Horn ſmiling yiſe Even: blaſhing do decline, 
Cloud: gappled pliften,boift'rous Wrads are calme, 
Soft Zephyres do the Fields with ſighs embalnee, 
[1s filent calmes the Sea bath buſht Ys K oares, 
Hnd with enamourd Carles doth kiſfſe the Shoares: 
All-bodring Earth like a new.married QOueenc, 
Her Beauties bightens, in a Gown of Greene 
Perfume; the Aire, bee Meads aremronght with flow, 
In colonrs variow. fizures, ſmelling, pow'rs, 
Trees wanton inthe Groves with leavy I ocks, 
Her Hills enamell dfland,the V ales, the Rocks 
Riny peales of Joy, hex Floods ani pratling Brookes, 
(Starr lignd Mirrors ) with ſerpenting Crooks, 
And whiſpering murmeree, ſound unto the Maine, 
The Golden Agcretrerned is agam-. 
| The honey People leave their golden Bew'rs, 

And innocently prey on budding Flow'rs, 
In gloomy Shades percht on the tender Sprayes 
T he painted Smgers fill the eAire with Lajes : 
S-as,Floods, Earth, Aire, all diverſly do fonnd, 
Yet all their diverſe Notes hath but one ground, 
Re-eccho'd here-down from Beavens aunre Þ aile, 


Halle holy Viltor, greateffViltor baile. 
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0 Day on which Deaths Adamantine Chaine 
The Lord did breake,did "a" Satans Raigne, 


And in trinmpbing Ponye ontps we rear'd, 
endear'd * . 7 17 


Be thow blefts _ bence _ 

With Name of his own Fay to Grace, - 
s to their ft Pry ſfhance yee. Vopr ive place 

_—— old frog agate; all fe fliv, Daics, 

And what above the reft deſerve th praiſe 

The reverend Sabaoth,what conldelſe they be 

Than golden Heranlds, telling what by thee | 

We ſhenld enjoy Þ Shades paſt now os thow cleare; 7 \' 

And henceforth be thou Empreſſt of the yeare, 

Thu Glory of thy Sifters Sex to win, 

From works on thee, as other D 4ies from Sin, 

That Mankind fhall forbeare, in every place 

The Prince of Plangts warmeth mhu race ; 

And far beyond his paths in frozen Climes 3 . 

And may thos be ſo bleſt to out-date Trmer, 

That when Heavens Onuire ſhall blazes in Accents lowd 

” The many Mercies of their ſoveraigne Good, 

How he on thee did Sin, Death, Hell deſtroy, 

It may be ſtill the Barthen of their Joy. 


EEE EEEET ELM 


I 3 Beneath 


rFOuMs.” 


| iS) | [ 


iT 4 
; 0 S « 7 $1 
þ yr ak ”- 


Bopath 1 cab; va anJ Shadowy wh 


Of n 
In filence Ebert rye, Þ. Night 


The Worlds great Mitd by opener Ge MN 
Through thoſe thi wher atly mortall Wight 
_ at end 24 rh#t weep 
&ries to ereep 
Ren btnings Hens theit Sight, 
abide 
Within he bri he thor wager faire; moſt durke, 
Where with tlfy ptvÞtr Rates tHvd dolt thee hide, 
O ever-ſhininS; kſeene mitke, 
Toguide me Pin LifesNight, thy Tight me ſhow, 
Thamore ] entd'or thee,the Fe [ know, 


383 


| with ſuch ig Beauty, choice Delights, 

The Architedt of this grezt Round did frame, 

This Pallace viſible, ſhort liſts of F-me, 

And filly Manſion but of dying Wights ; 

How many Wonders, what amazing lights 

Muſt that triamphing Seat of Glory claime , 

That doth tranſcend all this Alls vaſte hights, 

Of whole bright Sun ours hcre is but a beamc? 

O bleſt abode 1D tappy dwelling- place | 

Where viſibly ct Invvi Ye oth rajghe, 

Bleſt People, which do ſee true Beauties Face, 

With whoſe far Shadows ſcarce he Earth doth daigne: 

All Joy is but Annoy.all Concord Strife, 
Match'd with your endleſle Bliſle and happy lifes 
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Ove which u here 4 care, | 
That Wit and Fill doth mar, 
Uncertaine Trace and a moſt certaine War, 
A (brill temwgeſtwous Wind, 
ich doth diftwrbe the Mind, 
And liks wild Wave: all owr deſignes commove; © 
thoſe Pow'rs above, 
hich ſee their Makers Face, 
It acontentment s, 4 quiet Peace, 
A Pleaſure voigoef Griefe, a conſtant reſt, 
Eternall Joy, which nothing can moleſt. 
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Tre ſpace where curled Waves do now divide 
' 1 From the great Continent our happy Iſle, 

Was ſometime Land,and now where Stups doglide, 
Once with laborious Art the Plough did toyle - 
Once thole faire Bounds ſtretcht our fo far and wide, 
Where Towns,no Shires enwall d, endeare each mile, 
Wereall ignoble Sea and marilh vile, 
Where Protems Flocks danc'd meaſures to the Tide - 
So Age transforming all (till forward runs, 

No wonder thongh the Earth doth change her Face, 
New Manners, Pleaſures new, turne with new Suns, 


Lecks new like Gold grow to an hoary grace ; 


Nay,Minds rare ſhape doth change, that lies deſpic'd 


Which was ſo dexze of late and bighly priz'd. 
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4-9 World 4 Hunting is, F 
Fhe Prey poore Mon, the Nimrod fierce % x Death, 
Hu ſptedy Graybounds are, 
- Luſt, $ 'cneſſe, Envy, C x" 
Strife that ne're fallt am 
With all thoſe Ul: which gras us while we breath. 
oy by chance we flie 

Of theſe the eager chace, 
Oh Age with ſtealing pace 
Caſts on bis Nets,and there we panting att. 
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\V, Hy ( Worldlings ) do ye truſt fraile Hononrs 
dreames ? 
And leane toguilted Glories which decay ? 
Why doye toyle toregiſtrate your Names 
Oa Ycie Pillars;which ſoon melt away ? 
True Honoar isnot here, that place it claimes 
Whare black-brow'd Night doth not exile the Day, 
Nor no far-ſbining lampe dives in the Sea, 
But an eternall Safpteads laſting Beames ; 
There, it attendethyon, where ſpotletſe Bands 
Of Sprits ſtand gazing on their ſoveraigne Blifſe, # 
+ Where yeares not hold it in their cank'ring hands, 
But who once noble, ever noble is. 
Look home, leſt he your weakned Wit make ttirall, 
Wha Eder fooliſh Gard'ner carſt madetall. 
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S are thoſe Apples, pleaſant to the Eye, 
Avia of ſmoake within, which uſe togrow 
Necre that ſtrange Lake where God powr'd from the 

Skis | 
Hoge ſhow'rs of flames, worſe flames tooverthrow : 
Such are their works that with a glariog Show 
Of hamble bolineſle, in Vertues dye 
Would colour miſchiete, while within they glow 
With coales of Sinthough none the Smoake deicry. 
Bad is that Angelithat earſt fell from Heaven, 
But net ſo bad as be, nor in worſe caſe 
Who hides a trait'rous mind with ſmiling face, 
And with a Doves white feathers cloaths a Raven - 
rs Each Sin ſome colour bath it to adorne, 
Hypocrifie All- mighty God doth icorne. 
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Nzz doth the Sun appears, 

The Monntaines Snows decay, 

(rew#'d with fraile flow'r: forth comes the Infant yeare; 
My Soule, Time poſts away, 

Arg thow yet in that froſt 

Which Flow'y and frait bath loft, 

Al if all here immortall were doſt tay *: 

| Fir lhame thy Powers awake, 

 » | Lrokto that Heaven which never Night make: blacks, 
4nd there at that immortall Suns bright Raies, 
Deckthee with Flow'rs which feare not rage of Daits 


Thrice 
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*Hrice bappy he who by ſome ſhady Grove, 

'T Parton ho Gamers World, doth live his own, 

Though olitary, who js not alone, 

But doth conyerſe with that eternall Love : 

O how more ſweetis Birds harmonious Moane, 

Or the hoarle Sobbings of the widow'd Dove, 

Than thoſe ſmooth whiſperings neer a Princes 

Which Good make doubttull do the evill approve ? 

O bow more {weet is Zepbyres wholeſome Breath, 

And Sighs embalm'd, which new-bern Flow*rs unfold, 

Than that applauſe'vaine Honour doth bequeath ? 

How {weet are Streames to poyſon dranke in Gold ? 
The World is fall of Horrours, Troubles, Slighes, 
Woods harmelefſe Shades have only true Delights, 
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ca Bird, that ſiog'lt away the carely Houres, 
Of Wiaters paſt, or comming void of Care, 
Well pleaſed with Delights which preſent are, 
Faire Seaſpns,buddiog Spraics,(weet-ſmelling Flows; 
To Rocks,to Springs,to Rills, from leavy Bow'rs 
Thou thy Creators Goodnefle dolt declare, | 
And what deare Gifts ori thee he did not ſpare, knd 
A \taineto bumane fenſc io Sin that low'rs. 
What Soulc can be ſo flick, which by thy Songs 
(Arttir'd4n (weetnefle) (weetly is not driven 
Quite to forget Barths turmoiles, ſpights, and 
And lift a reverend Eye and Thought to Heaven ? And 1 
Sweet Artlefle Song(ter, thou my Mind doſt raiſe If 
lo Ayres of Spheares,yes,and to Angels Layes, 'v 
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| $S when it hapneth that ſome lovely Town 
Wo, Avnno a barbarous Beſieger falls, * 
Whoboth by Sword andFlame himſelfe enſtalls, 
and (ſhamelefle) it in Teares aod Bloud doth drown ; 
Yer Beauty ſpoyl'd, her Citizens made T 
yiſpight yet cannot fo her all throw down, 
bat ſome Statue, Pillar of renown, 
Yetlarkes unmaim'd within her weeping walls : 
Soafter all the Spoile, Diſgrace and Wrack, 
That Timethe World,and Death could bring combin'd, 
Amidſt that Maſſe of Ruines they did make, 
Se and all ſcarlefſe yet remaines my Mind : 
From this fo high tranſcendent Rapture (pringy, 
N That I, all elie defac'd, not envy Kings. 
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[ us each day enure our ſelvesto dye, 

f this (and not ourfeares) be truly Death, 
Above the Circles both of Hope and Faith 

With faire immortall Pjnnjons to flies 

Ithis be Death,our beſt Part to untye | 

(by ruining the Jaile)from Luſt and Wrath, / 

kad every drowſie laoguor here beneath, 

| [Todemade demz'd Citizen of Skie - 

Tohaye more knowledge than all Books containe, 
AllPleaſures even ſurmounting wiſhing Pow'r, 

| Thefellowſhip of Gods immoctall Traioe, 

And theſe that Time nor force ſhall eredevoure ? 
If this be Death, What Joy, what golden care 
Of Life, can with Deaths ouglinefle compare ? 
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HMidft the anwre cleave 
Of} _ ſacred —_—— 
ordan #f Libanon the off-fpring deare, 
Ne Zephires flow'rs uneloſe, q 
—_ $wn (bines yes new Beames, 
With grave and ftately grace a Nymph aroſe. 
Upon her Head ſhe ware : Joe | " 

Of Amaranthes a Crows, 
Her left hand Palmerghey right a Torch did bare, 
Knvail'd Shins whiteneſs lay, 
Gold haires in Curles hang down, 


Eyes ſpark/ed Joy, more bright rha# Stay of Day. 


The Flond a T brows her rear d 

Of Waves, moſt like that Heaven 

Where beaming Stars in Glory turne enſphear'd: 

The Aire ſtood calme and sleare, 

No S:1gh by Winds was given, 

Birgs left to ing, Heards feed,ber voice to heave, 
World-wanaring ſorry Wights, ; 

Whom nothing can content 

Within theſe varying lifts of Daies and Nights, 

Whoſe life (ere known amiſs ) 

Inglitermg Griefes is ſpent, 

Come learne ( ſaidſhe) what is your choiſeſt Bliſs. 
From T ole andpreſſing Cares 

How ye may refpit find, 

A Sault nary from Soule-thralling Snares, 

Al Port to harbowy ſure | 

In ſpight of waves and wind, | 

Which ſhall when Times ſwift Glaſs i run endure: 


Nu 
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| is that Life 
Ppb ben a 
No, but a Sea of feares,@ Field of ſtrife, 
Charg'd on 4 T brows to fit 
With Diadems of Gold, 
Preſero' d by Foree,and ftill obſerw#'d by Wit ; 
Huge Treaſures to enjoy, ; 
of all her Gems ſpoyle Inde, 
Alt Seres flks in Garments to imploy, 
Dilicionſly to feed, 
The Phanx plumes to find. 
Toreſt npon, or deck your purple Bed. 
Fraile Beanty to abuſe, 
And (wanton Sybarites) 
On paſt or preſent touch of ſenſe to muſe ; 
Never to heare of Noiſe 
But what the Eave d:lights, 
Sweet Admſicks charmergor charming flatterers voice. 
Nmcan it Pliſs you bring, 
Hid Natures Depths to know, | 
Why matter changeth whence each forme doth ſpring, 
Nor that your Fame ſhould range, 
And after-Worlds it blow 
From Tanais to Nile, from Nile co Gange, 
Alltheſe have not the Pow'r 
To free the Mind from feares, 
Nor hideous horrowy can allay one bonre, 
When Death in ftealth doth glance ; 
In Sickneſs lurks or jeares, 
And wakgs the Soule from ont her mortall Trande. 
Non ble#t life is thus, 
With chaſte and pure Deſire 
To twrne wnto the load-ftar of all Bliſs, 
On God the Mind to reſt, 
Burnt wp with ſacred Fire, 
Poſieſſing him 10 be by him poſieſt» 
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tyhen to the banimy Eaft 
_ San doth bu light impart, 
Or when be diveth inthe lowly Wef, 
And raviſheth the Day, © 
With ſpotleſſe Hands and Heart, 
Him chyirefallytopraiſe and ro him pray; 
Tobeedeath attion ſo, © 
As ever in bu fight, 
MAtore fearing doing Hl thas paſſive woe 3 
Not to ſeeme other thing 
Than what ye are aright, 
Never to do what may Repemante bring : 
INot t0 be blown with Pride, 
Nilbr mov'd at Glories breath, | 
Which Shadow-ltks on wings of Time doth g lids ; 
So Malice to diſartve, | 
Lnd conguer baſty Wrath, 
As to do good to thoſe that worke your harme - 
To hatch no baſe Deſrres, 
Or Gold or Landto paint, 
Wellpleard with that which Vertne faire acquire), 
Tohave the Wit and Will 
Conſorting in one Straine, 
Than what is good to kave n1 higher kill, 
Never on Neighbours Goods, 
With Cocatrices Eje 
T » looks, nor makg anothers Heaven jowr Hell ; 
Nor tobe Beauties Thrall, 
All fruitleſſe Love to flie, 
Tetdoving ftill a Love tranſcenle of all : 
A Love which while it burnes 
T he Soule with faireſt Beamer, 
To that mcreated'Switthe Sonle it turret, 
And makes ſuch Beaxty prove, 
That (if Senſe ſaw her Gleanzes,) 
All lookers on wontd pi and\dit for-love. 


| ho ſuch  tife doth live, . 

Tow as 5g call | 7 
Ere rwihleſſe Death «wited end him give, 
Hind after then when gi 
More happy by his fo 
Fer humans, Earth, enjojing Angels, Heaven, 
| 65 your wortall Race, / 
And glaſſie is the Field, | 
Vaſfte are Deſires not limited by Grace, 
Life a weaks T aper is, 


4 


£ | Then while it light doth yeetd 
" | Leave flying Jojer embrace this laſting Bliſſe, 
This when the Nymph bad ſaid, 


Shoe div d within the Flond, 

Whoſe Face with ſmyling Curie: Jong after ftaid, 
Then Sg bs did &5 I efſe 5 | 

Birds ſang from every Wood, 

And | 6 40 rang, this was irve Happineſſe, 
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view Grant 


Grant me (Time: Father, world-containing King 3» 
A Pow'r of thee inpom'rfull Laiesto fing,” 
T hat as thy Bramty in Exrth lever, Heavenſhines, 
fr devng may or ſhadow inmy Lines." 
. As far beyond the ſtarry walls of Heaven, 
Art 4 the ray bog +50 any : 
- Se ed from this Earth, in ohe- 
phe ONT 5, AS ONTS doth Fable Niegbr, 
Thou all ſufficient, Omnipotent, 
Thou ever» glorious moſt excellent, 
God various in Namesn Eſſence one, 
High art enjtale4in « golden Throne, 
Ont-fliretching Heaven:,wide befþ angled vant, 
T ranſcending all the Circles of onwy Thewghr, 
With diamwantine Scepter in thy Hand, | 
There thou giv'ft Laws and doſt this World command; 
This World of Concords raird unlikely ſweet, *\' 
Which like a Ball lierproftrateat thy Feet. 

If ſo we may well ſay (and whad we ſay 
Here my in fleſh,led by dim Reaſons ray, 
To (how by earthly Beauties which we ſee 
That irituall Excellence that (bines in thee, 
Good Lord forgive )not far from thy right Side, 
With enrled Locks Youth ever doth abrae, 
Roſe-cheeked Youth who ga lmnded with Flow'rs, 
Still blooming, ceaſtleſſely nnto thee porw"rs 
Immorta'Neftar in a cup of Gold, | 
That by no darts of  Agetthon growoll ; 
Hind 41 ends and beginnings thee not claime, 
Sncce ſſirnleſſe that thom be ſkill the ſame. a 

Neare to thy other fidt refiſtleſſe Might, 
From Head to:Fout m burniſhr Armony dight, 
7 hat rings about him, with a waving Brand, " 
Ang watchfull Eje.,great Sentinel derhyſtand; | nn 
T hat neither Tim wor foree in ought 1mpaire OP 
Thy Workmanfhip nit bayme thine Empire faire, 
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With Lockiinw WAVES = Gold 
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To dim thoſe Lights whith to onr uſe do ſerye, 
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Theſe Creatures which now our Soverazgnes are, 
And as to Rebels do denownce we wars. 

Then were onr Vaſſals notummultunons Storme , 
No Thunders, Earthquakes did her Formae deforme, 
The Seas in tumbling Mount aines did not roare, 
But like meiſt Chriſt all wheſpered on the Shoare, 
No Snake did trace her Meads ner ambauſht lawre 
In azure Curles beneath the ſweet- Spring Flow'r ; 
The Night ſhade, Henb ape, Napell, dconite, . . 
Her Bowels then not bareguicth Death to ſmite 

Her guilileſſe Brood ; thy AMeſſengers of, Grace, 
As their high Rewnd: did haunt this lower Place ; 
0 Joy of Jozes ! with onr firſt Parents Thou 

To commune thes didſt daig «0,4 Friends do now 1 
Againſt thee we rebel d and juſth thus 

Bach Creatwre rebelled Mey. 

Earth.reſt of what did chiefe in her excel, 

Toall became a Jaule, to moſt n Hell 

In Times fall T erme wtill thy Sox was give", 


who Man with Thee, Earth reconcil'd wth Heaven. 


Whole and entire all in hy Selfe thaw art, 
All-where diffas'd, yet of this All xa part, 
For infinitegin making this faire Frame 
(Great without Quantity) in all tho came, 
Ard filling Q{l,how ca thy State admit, 
Or Place or Subftanee to be woidof it? . 
Were Worlds as many,as the Rajes which ſtireame 


From D aies bright lampe,on madding Wits do dreame, 


They would not reele in ought,ner wandring ſtray, 
But draw 10 Thee obo comld their Centers ſtay; 
Were but one hawne this World dizjazn'd from thee, 
It in one howre tonong bt reduc 4 /Þ eld be, 

For it thy Shadowis,and can they left. 

If [ever'd from the Subſtances them caſt? 

0 only bleſt, and Author of all BUſſe.r 
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Efficient exemplary finall Good, 
Of thine own Selfe but only #»dertood ; 
Light « thy Curtaing, thau'art Light of Light, 
An ever-waking Eye ſtill ſhining bright, 
In-looking all,exempr of paſſive Pow'r, 
And change,in change fnce Deatht pale hade doth low'rx 
All T mer to thee are onegthat which hath ruth, | 
And that which u not brought yer by the Suh, 
Tother are pre ent,who doſt alwaies ſeo”. 
Ju preſent att,what paſt i5.or t6 be; 
D ay- lovers we rememberance Wotoſe 
Of Aget worne;ſs' Miſeritvu to 
(Bling and cher > of thyheavenly Grace, 
Which Sim in ou? firſt Parents ad deface,” | 
And even while Embriont enrſt by juſteſf dbome) 
That we neg let} what gont is, or to come, 
But thon in thy great Arthivts fcrolled ba#h 
Jn parts and whole what ever yet hath paſt, © 
Srnee firſt the marble Wheels of Time were rotl'd, 
As ever living ever waxing 61d, 
Still is the [amt thy Day and Yeſterday, 
An undivided Now,a conſtant Ay. 
O King whoſe Greatntſſt nom: can comprehend, 
Whoſe bounaleſſe Goodneſſe doth 10 all extend 
Light of all Beatty Orean without ground# 
That ſtanding flowe(ſt, giving doff abound, 
Rich P at!ace, and Endweller ever bleſt, 5 
Nevey not wottiiny.cver yer Reſt ; 
What wit cauwot conceive,word! ſay of Theo, 
Here where'we as bn; in a Mirrowy ſee, 
Shadows of ſhad1wi, Atomer of thy Meght, 
Still owly. ejed when ſtaring on thy Lipbhr; 
G-ant that releaſed from this zarthly Jaite, 
And freed from'Cloudt which here ouriKnwledge vailt, 
Fn Heavens bigh Temples where thy Praiſer ring, 
In [wetter No: es F' may begre Anrelifing, . © 
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GHz God, whons we with humbled Thoughts adore, 
Eternal, Infinite, Almighty King, | 
Whoſe Dwellings Heaven _—— T hron; before 
Archangel: ſerve,anud Seraphines do ſing ; | | 
of _ who wromg bt all that with wondring Eyes 
ds behold within thus various Rownd, 
he makgs rhe Rocks to yockg to ſtand the Shjes, 
Atwhoſe command Clouds peales of Thwnger ſound . 
Ah ! fpare us Wormes, þ not how we alas 
(Evill ro our ſelves ) againit thy Lawirebell, 
Waſh off thoſe ſpots which ftill in Conſcience Glaſe 
(Though we be loath-to look) we ſee tao wel, 
Deſerv'd Revenge,oh do not do not take, 
If thou revenge who ſhall abide thy Blow ? 
Paſſe ball this World,this World which thou didf.maky, - 
Which ſhou!d not periſh till thy Trumpet blow : 
What Soult is found whom Parents Crime not ſtaines? + 
Or what with its own Sins de fÞ1'd us mot ? 
Though In#tjee Rigor threaten, yet ber Raines 
Let Mercy guide, and never be forgot. 
Leſſe are tur Fant: far ſar than ss thy Love, 
0 what can betrey ſeenue thy Grace divine, 
Than they who plagues deſerve, thy Bounty prove, 
And where thou ſhow'r mayſt Vengeance, there to ſhine ? 
Then look, and pitty,pittying forgive 
Ki guilty Slavesor Servants now in thrall, 
Slaves, if alas thew look bow we dolive, 
Or doing ill,or doing nowght-at all? | 
Of an ungratefull Sind « foule ; 
But if thy Gifts which largely heretofore 
Thou hait «pon us pour'd they doft refþe a, 
We are thy Servants napthan Ser vants mores, * 
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Thy Children,y01, and Children dearely bong br, 
But what ffrauge C a of this Lot "_ Jp 
Poore worthleſs Wights bow lowly are we brought, 
Whom Grace once Childrev made,Sin hath made Slaves 

Sin bath made Slaver hut let thoſe Bands =_ ww \ 


That in 0wr Wro Mercits may 

Thy Wiſdome not (omeantis,Pow'r ſe y 

But thouſand waies they can makg Worlds thee fears, 
OWiſdome boundleſi | O miraculona Grace ! 

Grave, Wiſdome which makg winks dineme Reaſont Eje, || « 

Lnd could Heavens King bring from his placeleſs Place, | 

On this ignoble Stage of Care to aye : 

To dye our Death,and with the ſacred Streame 

Of Blond and Water guſhing from bis Side, + | 

To make cle that contagious Blame, 7 

Firſt on ns brought by ear firſt Parent: Pride. [ 

Thus thy great and Pity (heavenly King ) 

Love, Pity which ſowell onr Loſi prevent, 

Of Evill is ſelfe ( lor)conld al! Goodneſs bring, 

And fed brgining cheare with glad event. 

O Love and Pity ! ill known of theſt Times, 

O Leve and Pity ! carefull of our need, _ 

O Bonnie! which 087 —_ Als and Crimes A 

(Grown unumberleſr) contend neare toexceed, 

AMake this exteſſioe ardowy of thy love, 

So warme oxr Coldneſs,ſo our Lifes renew, 


T hat we Sin, Sin may from m1 remove. _ 
Wiſdome our Will, Farth may our Wit ſnbdac. 

Let thy pure Love burze wy all worldly Luſt, + 

Hells candid Poyſou killing our beſt part, IH 


Which makgs us joy tn T oges, adore fraile Daft 

nſtvad of Thee, in Temple of owr Heart, 
Grant when at Laff awr Senles theſe Bodies leave, 

Theiv loat!- ſome Shops of jim and Manſions blind, 

And Doimy before thy Reyall Srat receive, 

A $aviout more then Fudge they thee may find, 
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Finthu Storme of joy aud 
This Nymph (great King) dot 


That thy barmontons Eares Her accemts 
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Give Pardon to Her boarſe and lowly Song : 


Fane would ſhee Tropheerto Thy V ertwes reare;, 
In for this ately tarks She is not ftr 
Aud ber Defe®ts Her bigb Attempt 
Tet as (he conld She n thy Worth apprare. 
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Hand 
Wih Heawen and blazing Stars doth Atlas and, 


drawn by Char-coale is Narciſſus Face : 


She like the Morn may be to ſome bright Sus, 


The D ay to perfelt that s by ber begwn, 
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AP ick to the High and 


y Cul Ar. AC | . 
Mighty Prince, 7ames,King of Great 
Brittaine, France, and Ireland, 


Hat bluſtring Noiſe now interrups my Sleeps ? 
'' Y What ecchoing Shouts thous cleave ey total 

And ſeems to call me from my watry Court? (Deeps? 

What Melody, what ſounds of Joy and Sport, 

are convey'd-bitber from each Night-borne ? 


With what loud Ramonrs do the Mountaines ? 


' | Which in unvuſuall Pompe on tip-toes ſtand, 
$- And (full of Wonder) overlook the Land ? 


Whence come theſe glitt'ring , theſe: Meteors 
This golden People glancing in myfight ? 
Whence doth this Praiſe, Appluile,and Love, arite ? 


| What Load-ſtar Eaſt-ward draweth thay all Eyes? 


AmI awake? Or'bave ſome Dreames conipir'd 

To mock my Senſe with what I moſt defir'd? 

View I that living Face, ſee Ltbole Looks, - + 

Which wich Delight were wonrt amaze my Brooks? 
Dol bebold that Worth, that Man divine, 

This Ages Glory, by theſe Bankes of mine? 


Then 
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Then find Ltrue what long I wiſh'd in vaipe ; 

My much beloved Prince 1s'come againes = 

Soun whoſe:Zenith is the Pole, 

When (1x black Months are paſt,the Sun doth rol! 

So after Tempelt to Sca-tofled. Wights 

Faire He/e»f Brothers ſhow their clearing Lights - 

So comes 4rabias wonder from her Woods, 

And far far off is ſeen by Memphis Flonds, + 

The feather'd Sy/wars ; Cloud like byher flies 

And with triumph __ beat the Skie, 

Njle marvels, Seraps apeomnnges) rave, 

And in Mygdexiauſtoneher ingrave;' 

InJaſting Cedars Be do mark the Te | 

Inwhich Apofor Bird came to their Clime,.. |; /\ 
WY! er Earth now deckt with blog be ſeep, 

And Tewies-bvek th'd. Zepbjres curle theMeadows greem | 

Let Heaven weep Rubies ina Crimſonſhow'r, 

Such as on zd:es Shores they ule to poure : 

Or with that golden Storme the Fields adorne, | 1 7 

Whicb ave xain'd whep:/bis Bleweey'd Maid was horn, 

May nexer Hours the Web of Day out-weave, 

May never Night riſe from her ſable Cave, 

Swell proud my Billows,faint not to declare 

Your Joyes-28 ample as their Cauſes arc: 

For Murmurs hoarſe, {ound like Arions Harpe, 

Now dclicately.flat, now ſweetly (harp ; 

And you my Nymphs,riſe from your moilt Repaire,. | 

Straw al your Springs-and Grots with Lillies faire 4 ©/ 

Somalnilaeſts | | them henee;and pray >. þ 

Oar Flougsaod Lakes game keep this Holy=day;.! 

What e're bepentb 4/bevias Hills dorun” © ft 

Which (ce the riſing, or the letting Sun, 1.7 304 

Which drinke ſterne Grampsne Miſts/or Ochels Shows! $ 

Seane-rowlng Tay; ne Tortoiſeslike that flows,'' + ''/ 

The pearly Dongthe Deasthe fertile Spay, | 1k 


Wild Neve ne, Which doth lee our longeſt Day ; h 
| Nee 
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The ſnaky Dw#,the Ore with rufhy Haire, 
The chriſtall-ſtreaming Ni4,loud-bellowing Clyde, 
Tweed Which no more our Kingdomes ſhall divide ; 
Ranke-(welling Annar, Lid withcurled (treames, 

The Erkesthe So/mway where they lole their Names, 
Toev'ry one proclaime our ] oyes, and Feaſts, 
+, | Our Triuwphs z bid all come and be our Gneſts ; 
And as they mcet in Neproxes azure Hall, 
Bid them bid Sea-Gods keep this Feſtivall; 
This Day ſhall by our Currcnts be renawn'd, 
7. | Our Hills about (hall ſtill this Day reſound: 
* | Nay, that our Love more to this Day appeare, 
[tus with it henceforth begin our yeare. 

To Virgins, Flow'rs, to Sun-burnt Earth, the Raine, 
To Mariners,faire Winds amid(t the Maine, 

- , | Coole Shades to Pilgrims, which hot Glances burne, 
" } I arenot 0 pleaſing as thy blelt Returne, 

*, [tat Day {deare Prince) which rob'd us of thy ſighe, 

. I[Day, no,but Darknefle,and 3 dusky Night] 
 IDidfill our Breſts with Sighs,our Eyes with Teares, 

; [Jup'd Minutes to fad Months,fad Months to Yeares ; 
*, Trees left to flourith, Meadows to beare Flow'rs, 
, Pbrooks hid their Heads within their ledgie Bow's, 
- Fare Ceres curlt our Fields with barren Froſt, 
 .Sifagaine (he had her Daughterloſt : 
+ Phe Males left our Groves,and forſweet Songs 
- {Pe adly filent,or did weep their wrongs ; 
+ Paaknow it Meads, you marmuring Woods it know, 
; Kills, Dales, and Caves, Copartners of their Woe ; 
d you 1t know, ty Streames, which from their Eine 
+ ſton your Glaſle receiv'd their pearly Brine ; 
iP Vaiar deare (taid they) Nepeas faire, 
_ Ny mphs of Trees, Nympbs which on Hills repaire, | 
Neſs | - Cong 


£ 


Gone are thoſe maiden Glories, gone that State, 

Which made all Eyes admire our Blifle of late. 

As looks the Heaven when never Star appeares, 

But ſlow and weary ſhrowd them in their Spheares; 

While Tithons wife emboſom'd by Him lies, 

And World doth languiſh in a mournfull Guile : 

As looks a Garden of its Beauty ſpoyl'd, 

As Woods in Winter by rough Boreas foyl'd, 

As Pourtraits raz'd of Colours n(e tobe; 

So look'd theſe abjeR Bounds depriv'd of Thee. 

While as my Rills enjoy'd Toy royall Gleames, } 

They did not envy T «bers haughty Streames, J 

Nor wealthy Tag with his golden Ore, $ 
0 
T 


Nor cleare Hydaſpes which on Peatles doth roare, 
Nor golden Garge that ſees the Sun new borne, 


Nor Acbelous with his flowry Horne, A 
Nor Flonds which neare F{:faz Fields do fall ; Tt 
For why ? Thy fight did ſerve tothem for all, In 
No Place there is fo defart,ſo alone, 01 
Even from the frozen to the Torrid Zone, Wi 
From flaming Heclato great Quinceys Lake, The 
Which Thy abode could not molt happy make; Of 
All thoſe PerteRions which by bounteous Heaven The 
To divers Worlds in divers Times were given, Whi 
The ſtarry Senate pow1'd at once on Thee, It F, 
That thou Exemplar mightlt to others be. By fi 
Thy Life was kept till the three Siſters ſpun The [ 
Their threads of Gold, and then it was begun. \ I Thes 


With chequer'd Clouds when Skies do look molt faire; | guy, 
And no diford'red Blaſts diſturb the Aire, 

When Lillies dothem deck in azure Gowns 

And new-borne Roſes bluſh with golden Crowny, 
To prove howcalme we under Thee ſhould live, 
What Halcyonean Dayes Thy Reigne ſhould give, 
And to two flowry Diadems Thy right ; 

The Heavens Thee made a Partner ofthe Light, 


to þ 
Scarcey 


Scarce waſt Thou borne,)when joyn'd in friendly Bands | 


' [The roaring Element, with People dumbe, 
'' I The Earth with what conceiv'd is in ber Wombe, 
/I'What on her moves, were ſet unto thy Sight, 


"Tut unto nought Thou ſo thy Mind didft {traine, 
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Two mortall Foes with other claſped Hands, 

With Vertne Fortune ſtrove,which molt ſhould grace 

Thy Place for Thee, Thee for ſo high a Place, 

One vow'd Thy ſacred Breſt not to foriake, 

The other on Thee not toturne her Back ; 

And that thou more her loves EffeAs mightlt feele, 

For Thee ſhe left her Globe,and broke ber Wheele. 
Whea yeares Thee Vigour gave, Othen how cleare 

Did ſmothered Sparkles in bright Flames appeare | 

Amongſt the Woods to force the fiying Hare, 

To pierce the Mountaine-Wolfe with feather'd Dart ; 

See Faulcons climbe the Clouds, the Foxeenſnare, 

Out-run the wind-out-running Dedale Hare 

Tobreath thy fiery Steed on every Plaine, 

And in meandring Gyres kim bring againe, 

The Preaſe Thee making Place,and vulgar Things, 

lo Admirations Aire, on Glotics Wings z 

O1Thou fsr fromthe common Pitch did(t riſe, 

With thy deſigns to dazell Envies Eyes - 

Thou ſoughelt to know this Alls cternall Source, 

Of ever-turning Heavens the reſtlefle Courſe, 

Their fixed Lamps, their Lights which wandringrun, ' 

Whence Moon her Silver bath, his Gold the Sun, 

It Fate there be or no, if Planets can 

by fierce Aipedts force the free-will of Man : 

Thelighe a(piring Fire, the liquid Aire, 

The flaming Dragons, Comets with red Haire, 

Ravens tilting Launces, Artillery, and Bow, 

Loud- ſounding Trumpets, Dartsof Haile, and Snow, 


Till Thou didſt find their Canſcs, Eſſence, Might 


Atobe read in Man, and learne to raignez 
bS. -- To 
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To know the Weight and Ar/as of a Crown, 
To ſpare the Humble, Proud ones tumble down, 


When from thoſe piercing Cares whichT krones inveſ}, 


As T kornes the Roſe, thou weari'd woula'lt thee reſt, 
With Lute in Hand, full of Cceleſtiall Fire, 

To the Pierian Groves thou didlt retire : 

T here, ga: landed with all #ranias Flow'rs, 

In ſweeter Layes than builded Thebes 7ow'rs, 

Or them whichcbarm'd the Dolphines in the Maine, 
Or which did call E#ridice againe, 

Thou (ong'ſt away the Houres till from their Spheare 
Stars ſeem'd to ſhoet, thy Melody to heare. 

The God withgolden Haire, the Siſter Maids, 

Pid leave their Helicon,and Temp's ſhades, 

To ſeethine Ile, here lolt their native Tongue, 

And inthy world-divided Language ſung. _ 

Who of thine aftcr- age can count the Deeds, 

With all that Fame in Times kuge Annals reads, 
How by Example more than any Law, 

T his People fierce thou didlt to goodnefle draw 
How while the Neiz hour Worlds(tofs'd by the Fates) 
So many Phattons had in their States, (Thrones, 
Which turn'd to heedlcfle Flames their burniſh'd 
7 hou {as enſphear'd } keptit remperate thy Zones ; 
In Africk Shoarcs the Sands that ebbe and flow, 
The ſhady Leaves on 4racns 7 recs that grow, 

Fic (ure may conn, with af! :he waves that meet 
To waſh the Maxritanian ftilas feet, 

Thoueh crown'd thou wert nor, nor a King by Bitth, 
0] Y Worth delerves the richelt Crown on Earth. 
Search this halie- Sph:are, 3nd the Antartick Ground, 
Where is ſuch Wit and Botnty'to be faund ? 

As ito ſilent Night, when neare the Brare 

Tag Virgine Hunttefſe tines at full moſt cleare, 
Ai ſtrives to match her Brothers guiden Light, 


7 is Hoalt of {tars doth vaniſh in her light, -.. - 
ArTuru 


— $- - 


(61% | The Gaditar, and Souldiour of Azrore, 
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Ariturus dies.z cool'd is the Lions ire, 
Po burnsno more with Phattentall Fire ; 


' Oriontaints to ſee his Armes grow black, 


And that his flaming Sword he now dothlack : 
So Ewropes Lights, all bright in their Degree, 
Loſe all their Luſtre parallel'd with Thee. 
By juſt Diſcent Thou from more Kings dolt ſhine, 
Than many can name Men in all their Lioe - 
What moſt they toyle to find,and finding hold, 
Thou ſcorneſt, orient Gems,and flatt'ring Gold ? 
Eſteeming Treaſure ſurer in Mens Breſts, 
Than when immur'd with Marble, clos'd in Cheſts ; 
No ſtormy Paſſions do diſturde thy Mind, 
No milts of Greatneſſe ever could thee blind - 
Who yet hath been ſomecke ? Thou life didlt give 
Tothbem who did repine to lee Thee live; 
What Prince by Goodnefſe hath ſuch Kingdoms gain'd? 
Who bath ſo long his Peoples Peace maintain'd e 
Their Swords are turn'1 to Sythes,to Culters Speares, 
Some Giant Poſt their antick Armour beares : 
Now, wherethe wounded Knight his Life did bleed, 
The wanton Swaine (its piping on a Reed. 
And where the Canon did Joves Thunder {corne, 
The gawdy Hunts-man winds kis ſhrill-tun'd Horne - 
fer green Locks Ceres doth to yellow die, 
The Pilgrim ſafely in the ſhade doth lye, 
Both Paz and Pales (carelefſe keep their Flocks, 
&x have no Dangers ſave the Winds and Rocks : 
Thon art this Iſles Paladizm,neither can 
[ Whiles thou dot live ] it be o're-thrown by Man, 

Let others boaſt of Bloud and Spoyles of Foes, 
Fieree Rapines, Murders, [//ads of Woes, 
Of hated Pompe, and Trophees reared faire, 
Gore.ſpangled Enſignes ſtreaming inthe Aire, 

tt how they make the Scythian them adore, 


L Uubavy 
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Unhappy Boaſting / to enlarge their Bounds, . 
That charge themſelves with cares, their friends with 
Who have no Law to their ambitious Will, ( Wounds, 
But (Man- plagues) borne are humane Blond to ſpill ; 
Thoua true Vidor art, ſent from above 
What others ſtraine by Force,to gaine by Love, 
World-wandring Fame this Praiſe to thee imparts, 
To be the only Monarch of all Hearts, 
They many feare, who are of many fear'd, 
And Kingdoms got by Wrongs,by Wrongs are tear'd, 
SuchTbrones asBloud dothraiſe, Bloud throweth down, 
No Guard fo {ure as Love unto a Crown, 

Eye of our weſterne World, Mars-daunting King, 
With whoſe Renowne the Earths ſeven Climates ring, 
' Thy Deeds not only clajime cheſe Diadems, | 
To which Thame, Litty,T aje,(ubjeRt their Streames ; 
But to thy Vertuzs rare,and Gifts,is due 
All that the Planet of the Yeare doth view 
Sure if the world above did want a Prince 
The world above toit would take Thee hence. 

That Murder, Rapine, Lult, are fled to Hell, 
And ia their Rooms with us the Graces dwell, 
That Honour more than Riches Men reſpeR, 
That Worthinefle than Gold doth more cfteR, 
That Piety unmasked ſhows her Face, 
That Innocency keeps with Power ber Place, 
That long-exil'd Aftrea leaves the Heaven, 
Andturneth right her Sword, her Weights holds eyeny 
That the Sat#r»ia» world is come againe, 
Are wiſh'd effe&s of Thy moſt happy Raigne. 
That dayly Peace,Love, Truth,Dehghts encreaſe, - If 
And Di!cord, Hate, Fraud, with Incumbers, ceaſe, Br 
TF hat Men ule ſtrength not to ſhed others Bloud, 
But uſe their (trength now to do others Good; 
That Fury is enchain'd, difarmed VVrath, | 
] hat (fave by Natures Hand) there is no Death, 
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That late grim Foes,like Brothers, other love, 
k That Vultures prey not on the harmele(le Dove, 
That V Volves with Lambs do friendſhip entertaine, 
Are wiſh'd effeQs of thy moſt bappy Raigne. 
That Towns encreaſe, That ruin'd Temples riſe, 
That their wind-moviog Vanes do kille the Skies, 
rhat Ignorance and Sloath hence runaway, 
That buri'd Arts now row(ſe them to the Day, 
That Hyperion far beyond his Bed, 
Doth ſee, our Lions rampe; our Roſes (pred, | 
That ber courts us, T yber not us charmes; (warmes; 
" | That Rheix with hence-brought Beames his boſome 
That III doth feare, and Good doth us maintaine, 
Are wiſh'd Effeas of thy moſt happy Raigne. ' 
F O Vertues Patterne,Glory of our Times, 
| Sent of paſt Daigs to expiatethe Crimes, 
Great King, but better far than thou art great, ' 
VVhom State not honours, but who honours State, 
By V Vonder borne, by V Vonder fult.zoſtall'd, 
By V Voender after to new Kingdoms call'd; 
Young kept by V Vonder from bome- bred Alarmes, 
Old ſav'd by Wonder from pale Traitours Harmes, 
To be for this Thy Raigne which V Vonders brings, 
AKing of V Vonder, Y Vonder unto Kings. 
If Pitt, Daxe,Normane,Thy ſmooth Yoke had ſeen, 
Pitt, D ane,and Normans bad thy Subjeds been: 
If Byatzs knew the Blifſe Thy Rule doth give, 
y Even Brutus joy would 'gnder Thee to live : 
* | For Thou Thy People doll fo dearely love, 
That they a Father, more than Prince, Thee prove. 
O Dates to be deſir'd | Age happy thrice | 
If you your Heaven-ſent-Good could duly prize, 
But we ( halfe-palſie-fick) thinke never right 
Of what we. hold, till it be from our light, 
Prize only Summers{weet and musked Breath, 
VVhen armed V Vinters threaten us with Death, 
"th L 4 
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In pallid Sickneſſe do efteeme of Health, 
And by {ad Poverty diſcerne of Wealth : 


I ſee an Age when after ſome few yeares, Nov 
And Revolutions of the ſlow-pac'd Spheares, The 
Theſe daics (hall be*bove other far eſteem'd, Hur 
Andlike A#g»ftue palmy Raigne be deem'd. mt 
The Names of Arthar, fabulous Paladines, 0k 
Gravnin Times ſurly Brows in wrinckled Lines, hav 
Of Hewries, Edwards, famous for their Fights, Her 
T heir Neighbour Conqueſts, Orders new of Knights, Net 
Shall by this Princes Name be paſt as far tm 
As Meteors are by the /daltian Star, To, 
It Gray-bair'd Protess Songs the Truth not mille, Hull 
There js a Land hence-diſtant many Miles, We 
Oat-reaching Fiion and Arlanrich Iles, a 
Which (Homelings) fromthis little World we name, Me 
That ſhall imblazon with ſtrange Rites his Fame, Gr 
Shallfeare him Statnes all of pureſt Gold, bo 
Such as Men gave unto the Gods of old, By 
Name by him Temples, Pallaces,and Towns, WI 
With ſome great River, which their Ficlds renowys. Ou 
This is that King who ſhould make right each wrong, En 
Of whoih the Bards and myſtick Syb+U ſung, Hy 
The Manlong promis'd, by whole glorious Raigne, An 
This Ile ſhould yet'berancient Name regaine, Th 
And more of Fort#vate deſerve the Stile, An 


'Than thoſe where Heavens with double Somers (nile, Th 
Run on (Great Prince) Thy Courte in Glories way, Bl 


T he end the Life, the Evening crowns the Day Po 
Heape worth on worth,and [trongly foare above | ih 
Thoſe heights which made the World Thee firſt to love; || 7! 
Surmount thy felte, and make thine Ations palt Sh 
Be but as Gleames or Lightnings of thy laſt, Tt 


Let them exceed thoſe of thy younger Time, 
As far as Autumne doth the flowry Prime. 
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ſhrovgh this thy Empire range, like worlds bright Eye, 
ſhat once each yeare ſurveyes all Earth, and skie, 

Now glaunces on the ſlow and telty Beares, 

Then turnes to dry the weeping Avſters teares, - 
Harries to both the Poles,and moveth even 

ſmthe infigur'd Circle of the Heaven, 

0long long haunt theſe Bounds, which by thy ſight 
Have now regain'd their former Heat and Light. 

Here grow green Woods, here filver Brooks do glide, 
Here Meadows (tretchthem out with painted Pride, 
Embroyd'ring all the Banks, bere Hills aſpire 

Tocrowa their Heads with the zthercali Fire: 

Hills, Bulwarks of our Freedome, giant walls, 

Which never friends did ſlight nor Swerd made thralls: 
Each circling Floud to T herss Tribute paies, 

Men here (in Health) oat-liveold Neftors daies 3 

Grim Satwrne yet amongit our Rocks renaines, 

Bound in our Caves, with many Mettal'd Chaines: 
Bulls haunt our (hades like Ledas Lover white, 

Which yet might breed Pa/iphae delight, 

Our Flocks faire Fleeces beare, with which for ſport 
Endimion of old the Moon did court, 

High-palmed Harts amid(t our Forreſts run, 

And,not impali'd,the deep-moutk'd Hounds do ſhun ; 
The rough. toot Hare ſafe in our Buthes ſhrowds, 

And long- wing'd Hawkes do pearch amid(t our clouds. 
The wanton wood-Nympbhs of the verdant Spring, 
Blew,Golden, Purple Flow'rs ſhall to thee bring, 
Pomonas Fruits the Paxriihs, T hers Gytles, 

Thy Thalys Amber, with the Ocean Pearles ; 

The Trirons, Heardſmen of the glaſſic Field, 

Shall give thee what far-diſtant ſhoares canPeeld, 
The Serean Fleeces,Erythrean Gems,  *:;] 
Walte P/atas Silver, Gold of Pers Streames, 


> 


\Lntartick, Parrots, e Ethiopian Plumes, 


S$44an Odoucs, Myrrhe,and tweet Perfumes : 
And 
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And Imy lelfe, wrapt in a watchet Gown 
Of Reeds and Lillies,on mine Head a Crown, 
Shall Incenſe to thee Barne, green Altars raiſe, 
And yearly fing due Peax: to Thy Praiſe. 

Ah why ſhould 5: only ſee Thee ſhine ? 
Is not thy Forth,as well as /{s Thine ? 


Though //- vaunt ſhe hath more Wealth in ſtore, . 


Let it ſuffice Thy Forth doth love Thee more : 

h ſhe for Beauty may compare with Ferre, 
For Swans and Sea-Nymphs with imperiall Rheine, 
Yetfor the Title may be claim'd in Thee, 
Nor She,nor all the World can match with me. 
Now when (by Honour drawn) Thoa ſhalt away 

T6 Her already jexlous of Thy Stay, 

AWhen in Her amorous Armes She doth Thee fold, 
And dries thy Dewy Haires with Hers of Gold, 
Mauch asking of Thy Fare,muchof Thy Sport, 
Much of Thine Abſence, Long, how e're ſo ſhort, 
And chides (perhaps } Thy comming to the North, 
Loath not to thinke cn Thy much-loving Forth : 
O love theſe Bonnds, whereof Thy Royall Stem 
More than an handred wore a Diadem- 

So ever Geld and Baies Thy Brows adorne, 
So never Time may-lee Thy Race out-worne, 
Soof Thine Ownſiill may(t Thou be delir'd, 
Of Strangers fcar'd,redonbted, and admir'd ; 

So Mem:ry Thee Praiſe, ſo precious Hours 
May charater Thy Name in ſtarry Flows ; 

So may Thy high Exploits at laſt makeeven, 
With Earth Thy Empire, Glory with the Heaven, 
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eAn intended Speech atthe 
left Gate. 


t>9 1R, if Nature could ſuffer Rocks to move, 
SA2 and abandon their naturall places, this 
3 Town founded on the ſtrengtbof Rocks 
DS (now bythe all-cbeering Rayes of Your 
Majeſties Preſence, -taking not onl 
Motion, but Life) bad with her Caſtell, 
Temples, and Houſes moved toward you,and beſoughe 
jou to acknowledge Her yours, and Her Inhabitants 
jour moſt humble and affectionate Subjes, and to be- 
leeve how n ary ſoules are within Her Circuits,ſo many 
Lives are devoted to your ſacred Perſon and Crown ; 
And here,Sir, She offers by me,to the Altar of your Gle- 
y,whole Hecatombs of molt happy deſires, praying all 
things may prove proſperous unto you, that every Ver- 
tue and Keroick Grace, which make a Prince eminent, 
may with a long and Bleſſed Government attend you; 
Your Kingdoms flouriſhing abroad with Bayes,at home 
with Olives. Preſenting you Sir, (whoare the Strong 
Key of this little World of Great $rittaine) with theſe 
Keyes, which caſt up the Gates of Her afteRion, and 
deligne you Powerto open all the Springs of the Hearts 
of theſe Her moſt loyall Citizens. Yet this almoſt not 
{| neceflary ; for as the Role at the far appearing of the 
Morning Sun diſplayeth and [preadeth her purples, fo at 
the 
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che very Report of your happy returne to this yourny- 
tive Countrey,their Hearts(as might be apparent,ifthey 
conld have fhined through their Breaſts ) were with 
joy and faire hopes made ſpacious, nor did they ever iq 
"all parts feele a more comfortable heat, than the 
of your Preſence at this time darteth upon them. 

The Ol& forget their Age, and look freſh and young 
at the ſight of ſo gracious a Prince: The Young bearex 
Part in-your Welcome, defiring many yeares of Life, 
that they may ſerve you long, all have more joyes than 
Tongues ; for as the words of other Nations far go be- 
yond and ſurpaſle the affeion of their hearts : Soin 
this Nation the affteAion of their hearts is far aboye all 
they can exprefle by words. Daigne then, Sir, from thy 
higheſt of Majeſty, to look down on their lownefle, 
and embrace it, accept the homage of their bumble 
minds,accept their gratefull zeale, and for deeds, accept 
that great good-will which they have evercarried tothe 
high deſerts of your Anceſtors, and ſhall ever to your 
Own, and your Royal! Race, whileſt theſe Rocks (hall 
be overſhadowed with Buildings, theſe Buildings in« 
habiced by men, and while men ſhall be endued either 
with counſell or courage, or enjoy any peece of Ret 
ſoo, Senſe, or Life. | EEE 


— 


Lis | The Speech of Caledonia, repreſen- 
ting the Kingdom. 


s 
t- r He Heavens have heard our vows,our juſt defires 
1the Obtained are, no higher now aſpires 

effe, | Our wiſbiog thought, ſince to his native Clime 


nble | The Flower of Princes, honour of his Time, 
cept Encheering all our Dales, Hills, Forreſts, Streames, 
'the | (As Pheb44 doth the Summer with bis beames 
I come,and radiant to us in his traine 
hall | The golden Age and vertues brings againe ; 
Prince ſo much longed for, how thou becalm'ſt 
her | Minds eafcleſſe anguiſh, every care cmbalmſt 
With the ſweet odours of thy Preſence 3: Now 
Inſwelling Tides Joyes every where do flow 
By thine approach,and that the World may (ee 
What unthought wonders do attend on Thee, 
This Kingdomes Angell I, who fincethat day 
That rutblefſe Fate thy Parent reft away, 
And madea Star, appear*d not any where 
Togratulate thy comming,come am here. 
Haile Princes Phoenix, Monarch of all Hearts, 
Soveraigne of Love and Juſtice, who imparts 
More than thon caalt receive ; To thee this Crown 
F Isdue by birth ; but more, it is thine own 
By juſt deſert ; and ere another brow 
Than thine ſhould reach the ſame,my flouds ſhould flow 
? ER | With 
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With hot Vermilian gore,and every Plaine 

Levell the hills with Carkafles of ſlaine, 

This Iſle become a red Sex : Now how ſweet 

Is it to me, when Love and Laws thus meet 

Togirtthy Temples with this Diadem, 

My Nurſclings facred feare,and deareſt Gem, 

Nor Roman, Saxon,Pitt,by (ad alarmes 

Could this acquire and keep ; the Heavens in armes 

From us repel] all perills,nor by wars 

Ought here was won or gaping wounds and ſcars, 

Our Lions Chmatterich now is paſt, 

And crown'd with Bayes,he rampeth free at laſt, 
Here are 00 Sereas Fleeces, Pers Gold, 

Auro as Gems, nor Wares by Tyriuns fold ; 

7 owns {well not here with Babylonian Walls, 

Nor Nero's sky-reſembling gold-ſcel'd Halls, 


Nor 4femph# Spires, nor Q#inz.aze8 arched Frames, | 


Captiviog Seas,and giving Lands their names : 
Farh (milke-white Fa#th) of old belov'd fo well, 
Yet io this corner of the world doth dwell 

With her pure Siſters, Truth, Simplicity ; | 
Here baniſh'd Honozy beares them company, 

A Mars-adoring Brood is here, their wealth, 
Sound minds,and bodies of as found a health ; 
Walls here ace Men, who fence their Cities more 
Tian Neptune when he doth in Mountaines roare, 
Deth guard this Ifle,or all thoſe Forts and Tow'rs 
Amphions Hatpe rais'd about Thebes bow'cs, 
Heavens Arch is oft their roofe, the pleatant ſhed 
Of Oake and Plaine ott ſerves them for a Bed, 
Toiufter want, (oft pleaſure to deſpile, 

Rua over-panting Mountaines crown'd with Ice, 
R:versv'cecome,the waltelt Lakes appall, 

( 210g to themſelves,Oars, Steerers,Ship and all) . 
I5 their renown ; 2 krave all-doring Race, 
Cou:agious,prudent,doth this Chmate grace ; 


Yet 
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Yet the firme Baſe en which their glory ſtands, 
In peace trhe hearts,in wats is valiant hands, 
Which here (great King ) they offer up to thee; 
Thy worth reſpeRting as thy pedegree : 

Though it be much to come of Princely ſtem, 
More is it to deſerve a Dijadem. 

Vouchſafe bleſt People, raviſht here with tne; 

To thiocke my thoughts, and ſee what I do (ce, 

A Prince all gracious, affable, divine, 

Mecke; wie, juſt,valiant, whoſe radiant ſhine, 

Of Vertues (like the Stars about the Pole 
Guilding the Night Jenlightneth every Soule 
Your Scepter ſwaies;a Prince borne in this Age 
To guard the Innocents from Tyrants rage, 
Tomake Peace proſper, Jaltice to reflow'r, 

In deſert hamlet,as in Lordly Bow'r ; 

A Prince, that though of none he ſtands in awe; 
Yet firſt ſubjeRs himſelte to his own Law, 

Who joyes in good,and ſtill as right direRts, 

His greatnefle meaſures by his good effcRs, 

His Peoples pedeſtall, who rifing high, | 
Tograce thjs Throne, makes Scor/angs name to fly 
On Halcyons wings (her glory which reltores) 
Beyond the Ocean to Co/umbre ſhores! 

beds ſacred Picture in this man adore, 

Honour his Yaloxr, Zeale, his Piety more, 

High value what you bold, him deepengrave 
inyour bearts Heart, from whom all good ye bave 
For as Moons ſplendor from her Brother ſprings, 
The Peoples welfare ſtreameth from their Kings. 
ince your loves ObjeRtdeth immortall prove, 
Olove this Prince with an cternall love. 


Pray that thoſe Crowns his Ancettors did weare, 


His temples long (more orient) may beare, 
That good he reach by ſweetneſle of his ſway, 
That even his ſhadow may the bad affray z 

M 


That 
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That Heaven on him what be deſires beſtow, 
ilLehe gl of bis grentneſle grow, 

T our began elicities may atty | 
7 5 Orion do with ſtormes them blaſt, k / 


That ViRtory his brave exploits attend, 
Eaſt, Woelk,or South, where be his Force ſball bend, 
Till bis great Decdsall former Deeds ſurmount, 

And auaile the Nimrod of the Helleſpont ; 

That when his well-(pent care all care decalmes, 

He may in Peace ſleep in x (ſhade of Palmes z 

And rearing up faire Trophees,tbat beavers may 
Extend hislife to worlds cxtreamelt day, 


tot tut | 
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T length we ſee theſe Eyes, 

ao bich cheers both Earth and Skies ; 
ow, ancieut Caledon, 

Thy Beauties heighten, richeſt Robes put oh, 

And tet young jojes to all thy parts ariſes 


Here could thy Prince ftill tay, 
Exch Month ſhould twrne to May ; 
We need noy Star nor Sn, 
Save bim, to lengthen Daies and Joyes begin + © 
Sorrow and Wight $0 far Climves haſte away, 
£ 


Now Majeſty and Love 

Conmbin'd are from above, 

Prince never Scepter ſmay'd, 

Lov'd Subjefts more,of Subjefts more obey'd, 

Which inay endiere whilft Heavens great Orbes do move; 


te: did you alwaies laſt, 

Liſe: ſparks you ſoon would waſte; 
Griefe follows ſweet Delight, 

| 4: Day is hadewed by ſable Night, 
Tt ſhall Remembrance keep you ſtill whin paſt. 
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The Speeches at the Horoſcopall 
Pageant by the Planets. 


Endymion. 


Ous'd from the Latwian Cave, where many yeares 

That Emprefſle of the loweſt of the Spheares, 
Who cheers the Night,did keep me hid, apart 
From mortall Wights, to caſe ber love-fick heart, 
As young as-when ſhe did me firſt enclo'e, 
As freſh in beauty as the morning Roſe, 
Endymion; that whilome kept my Flggks 
'Upon [onias flowry Hills and Rocks, 
And ſweet Layes warbling to my Cynthias beames; 
Our-ſang the Cignets of Meanders ſireames: 
To whom (for Guerdon ) ſhe Heavens ſecret bars 
Made open, taught the Paths and Pow'rs of Stars ; 
' By this'deare Ladies [tri commandement 

To celebrate this day T here am ſent. 

But whether is this heaven, which ſtars do crown, 
Or are heavens flaming iplendors here come down 
 Tobeautifie this nether World with me ? 
Such ſtate and glory did e're Shepheard lee ? 
My wits my ſenſe miltruſt and tay 2maz'd, 
No eye on fairer O>jedcs ever _gaz'd; 
Sure this is Heaven, for every wandring (tar, 
Forſaking thoſe great Orbes where whirl d they are, 
All diſmall ſad atpets abandoning, 
Ate here met to ſalutefome gracious King ; 
Nor is it ſtrange if they Heavens height negleR, 
It of undoubted worth is the efteR- 
Then this it is, tby preſence #royall Youth) 


Hath brought them here within an Azywarh, 
To 
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To tell by me {their Herauld ) comming things, 
h what cacþ Fate to ber ſterne Diſtaſc fings 2 - + 
vens Volume to unclaſpe,valt Pages ſpread, . | 
Myſterious golden Cyphers cleare to read 3 
Heare then the Angur of thy future daics, 
And what the (tarry Senate of thee ſaics ; 
For, what is firme din heaven above, 
In vaine on earth ſtrive Mortalls to improve. 
res 


all 


Saturne. _ 


O faire hopes to give reines now igit time, 
Þ and foure wa bighas jul defires may climbe z 
0 Halcyonian, cleare,and happy Day, 
From ſorry Wights let ſorrow flie away, 
And vexe Antartich, Climes,great Brit teines woes 
Vaniſh, for joy now 49 her Zenich glows; 
The ol Lucadian Syth-b ering Sire Fr 
(Though cold) for thee tecles flames of ſweet defire ; _ 
And many luſtres at a perfe& height, 
Shall keep thy Scepters Majeſty as bright 
And ſtrong in power andglory every way, 
| As when thy eſle Parent did it [way, 
Ne're furning wrinkled in times endleſſelength, 
But one in her firſt beauty, youthfull treogth, 
Like thy rare mind, which ſtedfaſt as the Pole 
Still fixed ſtands, however Spbeares dorole ; 
| More, to inbaunce with favours this thy Raigne, 
» | Hisage of gold beſhallreſtore againe, 
Love, Jultice, Honour, Innocence renew, 
Mens {prights with white hmplicity indue, 
Make all rolive in plentics ceaſcleſle ſtore 
With equall ſhares, none wiſhing to hare more ; 
No more (hall cold the Plough-mens hopes beguile, 
Skies (hall on Earth with lovely glances (mile ; | 
"I M 3 Whick 
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Which ſhall omtil'd eveh flow'r and berb bring forthy 
And LandstoGardetls tarne of equall worth, 

Life (long Y ball note thrall'd to moreal} dates, 
Thus heaveng deeree, ſo have ordain' the Fares: 


_ Jowe.. 


DH of heaven,ſole honour of the carth, 
Fove (courting thine Aſcendant ) at thy birth 
Proclaimed thee a King,and made it true, 
That tothy worth great Monarcbies are dye; 
He gave thee what was good,and what was great, 
What did belong to loye, and what to ſtate, 
Raregifts whoſc ardors barne the hearts of all, 
Like tinder whenflints atoms on it fall. 
The Tramentane which tby faire courſe direRts, 
Thy Counſels ſhalt approve by their effeIs ; 
Juſtice kept low by Giants, wrongs, and jars, 
Tiwh (haltrelieve,and crown with gliſtering ſtars, 
Whom noughtſave Law of force could keep in awe, 
Thou ſhalt turne Clientsto the force of Law, 
Thou Armes ſhalt brandiſh for thing own defence, 
Wrongs to repethand gnard weake jnnocence, 
Which to thy laſt effort thou ſhalt uptiold, - 
As Oake the Ivy which it doth enfold; 
All overcome,atlaſt thy ſelfe orecome, 
Thon (bale make patfion yield toreafonsdoome 2 
For ſmiles of fortune (hall not raife thy mind, 
Nor (ball diſaſters ttiake it ere detlin'd, 
' True (honour (hall refide within'thy Coart, 
Sobriety and Truth there ſtill reſort ; 
Keep promis'd faith,” thon ſhalt all treacheries 
Detelt,and fawning Parzfites deſpite, 
Thon,others to make rich, ſhalt not make poore 
Ty felfe, but give;that chon mayſt{tilt give more 


, 
4 x"? 
0” 
Tix 
3 90 


WAA ASPWVICCWOvYEASSPIIOIPE IHrrESMISMOOOIYSITSCMHHSY 


* 
- . : 
o 


WF . POEMS. 167 
Thou ſbalt no P 4ra»ymph raiſe to high Place, 

For friz1'd locks, quaint pace, or painted face z 

0n gorgeous rayments, IPur mg. toycs, 

The works of wormes,and what a Moth deſtroyes. 
The Maze of fooles, thou (halc no treaſure ſpend, 
charge to immortality ſhall teod, 

e Pallaces,and Temples vaulted high, 

Rivers o're arch,of Hoſpitality 

And Sciences the ruin'd Innes reſtore, 

With Walls and Ports incircle Nepewnes ſhore, © | 
Tonew-foundworlds thy Fleets make hold their courſe, 
And find of Canada the nnknown Sontſe, | 
People thoſe Lands which paſſe 4r«bias fields 
lafragrant Woods and Muske which 3; 00g yeelds 
Thou fear'd of none,ſhalt not thy People feare, 

Thy Peoples loye thy Greatnefle ſhall up-rears, 

Still rigour (hall not ſhine,and mercy lower, 

What Love can do thou ſhalt not do by Power 

New and vaſt Taxes thou ſhalt not extort, 

Load heavy thoſe thy bounty ſhould ſupport, 

Thou (halt not ſtrike the Hinge nor Maſter Beame 

Of thine Eſtate, but errours in the ſame 

By harmelefle ] aſtice gracioufly reforme, 

Delighting more in calme than roaring ſtorme; 

Thou halt governe in Peace as did thy Sire, 
Keep,lave thine own,arld Kingdomes new acquire, 
Beyond .4/cides Pillars,and thoſe bounds 

Where Alexander gain'd the Eaſterne Crowns, 

Till thou the greateſt be amongſt the Greats; 

Thus Heavens ordaine, ſo bave decreed the Pates, 
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C On of the Lion, thou of loathſome Bands 
x JShalt free the Earth,and what c're thee wit hltandy 
Thy noble paws ſhall teare, the Ged of Thrace 
Shall be thy ſecond, and before thy face, 
To Truth and Jaſtice, whileſt thoy Trophees reares, 
$ (ball fall diſmaid with Pavick feares, 
As when As#rorgin gkies azorcliſts 

_ (hadows vaniſb, o_ Wlberc the miſts, 
Andijns twinkling, with her opalllight, 
Nights aan, rare. Nars to flight ; 
More to inflame thee to this noble taske, 
Tothee he here reſigns his Sword and Caske, 
A Wallof flying Caftels, armed, Pines 

Shall bridge thy Sea, like heaven with ſtecle that ſhines, 
To aide earths tenants by foule yoaks opp eſt, | 
And fill with feares the great King of the Wet : 

To thee already ViRory diſplaies | 
Her garlands twin'd, with Olive, Oake,and Bayes, 
Thy triumphs finiſh (hall all old debates; - | 
Thus Heavens dccree, ſo bave ordain'd the Fatcs: 


SUN. 


| Religion, Laws, Hyperion imparts 
To thy juſt Raigne, which hall far,far ſurpatſe 
Of Emperours, Kings, tbe beſt that ever was ; 
Look how he dims the ſtars ; thy Glories raics 
So.darken ſhall the luſtre of theſe daies : 
For,ib faire Vertues Zodizel(thou ſhalt run, 
And inthe Heaven of Worthiesbe the Sun. 


4-1-2 


VV EalthWiſdeme,Glory, Pleaſure, ſtout eſt bearts |, 
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No more contemn'd ſhall haplefſe Learning lye ; 

The maids of Pindas (hall be raiſed bigh ; 

For Bay and Ivy which their brows enroll'd 

Thou ſhalt them deck with Gems and ſhining gold; 
Thou open ſhalt Parnefiu Chriſtall gates: 

Thus Heavens ordaine,fo do decree the Fates. 
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Venus. 4 
—— Acidabiav Queen 2mid(t thy Bayes bee 
Shall ewine ber Mirtles, grant thee pleaſant daies ; 


She did make cleare thy houſe, and with ber light 
Of churliſh Rars put back the diſmal ſpight ; 

The Hymeneas bed faire brood ſhall grace, 
Which on the carth continue ſhall their race, 
While Flora treaſure ſhall the Meads endeaure, 
While {\weet Pomona Role-cheek'd fruits ſhall beare, 
While Phebe: beames her brothers emulates: 

Thus Heavens decree,ſo bave erdain'd the Fates. 


Mercury. 


Reat Ar/a4 Nephew,ſhall the works of Peace, 
(The Springs of plenty) Tillage, Trades encreaſe, 
And Arts in times gulfes lolt againe reſtore, 
To their Perfe&ion z nay,find many more, 
| More perfeR Artiſts, Cyc/ops in their forge 
Shall mould thoſe brazen Typhons,which diggorge 
From their bard Bowels metall,flame and (monks, 
Mufling the aire up in a ſable cloake. 
'Geryons, Harpyes,Dragons,Sphinges ſtrange 
Wheele, where in ſpacious gires the Fume doth range, 
The Sea ſhrivkes at the blow,ſbake doth the gr 
'TheWorlds vaſt Chambers doth the CY : 
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The Stygian Porter leaveth off ta barke, 

Black Jove appalld doth (ſhroud him in the darke ; 
Many a Typhi-in adventures toſt 

By new-found skill (hall many a maiden coalt, 
With thy ſayle-wi Argoſes find out, 
Which like the Sun hall run the Earth about ; 
And far beyond his paths ſcore wavy waies, 
To Catb&iei Lands by Hyperborean deagy 

He ſhall endue thee both in peace and war, 
With wiſdome,whbich than Strength is better far, 
Wealth, Honour, Armes,ang Arts (hall grace thy States; 
Thus Heavens ordaine,ſo do decree the Fates, 


The Moons. 


How the faire Queen with the golden maids, 


The Sun of Night, thy bappy fortunes aids; 
Though marked Pifoeta for a Badge her weare, 


Tothem ſhe waine, to thee full 
Her Hand- maid T bets: dayly walkes the round 
Aboat thy Delos that no force it wound, 

Than when thou leftiſt it, and abroad did(t ſtray, 
(Deare Pilgrim) (he did ſtraw with flowers thy way, 
And turniog torraine force and counſel! vaine, 

Thy Guard and Guide return'd thee home againe ; 
To thee ſhe Kingdomes, Years, Blifle did divine, 
Quailing Medwſar grim Snakes with her ſhine, 
Beneath tby raigne Diſcord,(fell miſchicfes forge, 
The bane of Peoples,State, and Kingdome'Scourge) 
Pale Envy (with the Cocatrices eye, _ - 

Which ſeeing kills, but ſeen doth forthwith dye ;) 
Malice, Deccit, Rebellion, Impudence, 

Beyond the Garewments (hall packthem hence, 

With every Monſter that thy Glory hates, 
Thus Heavens decree, fo have ordaio'd the Fates. 

| . Endymion, | - 
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Endymion. 


it heretofore to thy heroick mind 

Hopes did not anſwer as they were defign'd ; 
jo not thinke it ftrange, Times were not come, 
Jod theſe faire ſtars hadnot pronounc'd their doome 3 
Deſtinies didon that day attend, 
to this Northerne Region thon ſhould lend 
y cheerfull preſence,and charg'd with Renown, 
ft on thy brows the Caledonien Crown ; 
Thy vertues now thy juſt deſire fhall grace, 
ſterne Chance (hall change,and to Deſert give place ; 
lztthis be known to all the Fates, admit # 
Totheir grave Counſell,and to every wit 
That courts Heavens inſide ; this let Sibi4s know, 
apdthoſe mad Corybants who dance and glow 
On D:»4imme bigh tops with frantick fice - 
Let this be known to all Apoie's Quire, 

And People let it not be hid trom you, 

What Mountaines noyſe,and flouds proclaime as true : 

Whereever Fame abroad his praiſc fhall riog, 
» {| Allhall obſerve,and ſerve this blefled King. 


The Endof King Charles bu Entertainment 
| a Edenborough,: 163 3. 
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A Paftorall Elegie on the Death 
of 5. W.; e4. 


I N ſweeteſt prime,and blooming of bis Age, 
Deare Alcon raviſh'd from this do monal 
bs. Shepheards mourn'd,as they him loy'd 
the Rout him 7dmor did deplore, 
pr. who whether San ith Eaſt did riſe, 
Or dive in Weſt,poar'd Torrents from his Eyes 
Of liquid Chryſtall, ander Hawthorne (ſhade; 
At laſt to Trees and Rocks this plaint he made, 
— he of "Heaven, defireof Earth, 
CO * Phebne, and the'Muſes birth, 
races Darling, 4don of our Plaines, 
Flows of the faire Nympbs the Earth ſuſtaines, 
"bat Power of thee bath us bereft ? What Fate 
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y thy untimely fall would ruinate i } A 
Our hopes ?O'Death 1 what treaſure in one houre ' | V 
Halſt thou difperted? How doſt thou devoure "11 N 
What we on earth hold deareſt ? All things good, Bu 

. Too fave Heavens, how blaſt ye in the Bud? | 81 
The Corne the gre reedy Reapers cut not down W 
Before the Fields with golden Eares it crown ; W 
Nor doth the verdant Fruits the Gardener pull; - | 


But thou art cropt before thy yeares were full,- R 
c | Wit 


ch 


I Withrthee (ſweet youth) the Glozies of our Fields 
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Vaniſh away, and what contentmetits yields. =» 

Lakes thcir filver look, the woods their (hades, 

he Springs their Chriſtall want, their Verdure Meads, 
yeares their early ſeaſons,cheertull Days, 

gloomy ſtand now deſolate of Rayes : 

it &7.0r00s I Zepbires not us bring, 

do Aires Quir ſalutethe Spring ; 

The freezing winds our Gardens dodefloure. 

kb Deſtinies 1 and you whom Skies embow'r, 

To his faire Spoiles his Spright againe yet give, 

And like another Phenix make him live. 

The Herbs, though cat, ſpront fragrant from their ſtems, 

And make with Crimſon bluſh oar Anaden - 

The Sun when in the Welt he doth decline, 

Heavens brighteſt Tapers at bis Funeralls ſhine ; 


His Face, when waſht in the At/ontich Sens, 


Revives,and cheeres the #eltz with new Raies: 
Why ſhould not he,fince of mote pure a Frame, 
Returne to us againe,and be the ſame ? 
But wretch what wiſh I ? To the winds I ſend 
Theſe Plaints and Prayers, Deltines cannot lend 
Thee more of Time, ner Heaveos conſent will thus, 
Thou leave their ſtarry World todwell with us; 
Yet ſhall they not thee keep amidlt their Spheares 
Without theſe lamentations and Teares, 

Thou walt all Vertue,Comteſic,and Worth, 
And as Suns light is in the Moon ſet forth; 
Worlds ſapreame Excellence in thee did ſhine ; 
Nor, though eclipſed now, (halt thoa decline, 
But inour Memories live, while Dolphins ſtreames 
Shall haunt, whilſt Eag/ers ſtare on 7 iravs beames, 
Whilſt Swans upon their Chriſtall Tombes ſhall ſing, 
Whilſt Violets with Purple paiat the Spring. 
A gentler Shepheard Flocks did never feed 
On Albjons Hills not lung to oaten Reed : 


While 


\ 
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While what - 25 mntbryooy bom hee blate; 
Griefe doth diſtra&Her,and cut ſhore thy Praiſe, 
How oft hve we, inviron'd by the Throng 
_Of tedious Swaines,the cooler ſhades among, q 
Contemn'd Eatths glow-worme Greatnefle, and th 
Of Fortune ſcorn'd, deeming it diſgrace | 


To court unconfſtancy Þ How oft have we As 
Some Chloris Name grayen in each Virgin Tree; 

And, finding Favours fading, the next Day F 
What we had carv'd we did deface away ? :t 


Woefull Remembrance 1 Nor Time aor Place 3. 

Of thy abodement ſhaJows any Trace, \ 

But there to me Theu ſhin late glad Defires, 

And ye onceRoles, how are ye turned Bryers ? f 

Contentments paſied,and of Pleaſures Chiefe, 

Now are ye frightfall Horrours, Hells of Griefe ? © 

When from thy native Soyle Love had Thee drivet}; 

(Thy ſafe retarne rating) z Heaven A 

Of flattering Hopes did in my Fancy move, 

Then little dreaming it ſhould Atomes prove; 

Theſe Groves preſerve will I;thele loved Woods, 

Theſe Orchards rich with Fruits, with Fiſh theſe flond$; 

My Alcon will retarne.and once againe 

His choſen Exiles he will entertaine ; 

The populous City holds him, amongſt Harmes 

Of ſome fierce Cyclops, Circe's ſtranger Charmes. 

Theſe Bankes (ſaid T) he viſit will and Streames, 

Thele filent ſhades nee kilt by conrting Beames, * 

Far, far-off I will meet bim,and I firſt 

Shall bim approaching know,and firſt be bleſt 

With his AſpeR,I firſt ſhall heare bis voice, 

Him find the ſame he parted,and rejoyce 

Tolearne bis paſſed Perills, know the Sperts 

Of forraine Shepheards, Fawns,and Fairy Courts. © ® 

No pleaſureto the Fields, an happy State : 

Tae Swaincs enjoy, fecure from what they bate # , _ 
rec 
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| free of proud Cares they innocently ſpend 
te Day, nor do black Thoughts their caſe offend ; 
Wiſe Natures Darlivgs they live io the World, 
L ing not themlelves how it is hurld, 
Hillocks Phaxbw loves, Ceres theſe Plaines, 
le Shades the Sylvars, and here Pale: ſtraines ' 
in the Pailes, the Maids which haunt the Springs 
Dance on theſe Paſtures, bere Amvint a (ings 3 
ian Gardens, T empe's (hades are here, 
Or what the Ealterne /nde and Welt bold deare. 
Come then,deare Youth,the Wood-nymphs cwine thee 
With Roſe and Lilly, to impale thy Brows. (Boughs 
' | Thus ignorant, Imus'd, not conſcious yet 
{ | Of what by Death was done,and ruthlefle Fate : 
- | Amidſt theſe Trances Fame thy loffe doth found, 
14 | and through my Eares gives to my Heart z wound ; 
6; | With ſtretched-out Armes I fought thee to embrace, 
4 | bat claſp'd (amaz'd) a Coffin in thy Place. 
# {| ACoffia ! of our Joyes which badthe Traſt, 
\ | Which told that thou wert come; but chaog'd to Duſt? 
Scarce, even when felt, could I belceve this wrack, 
1ds; | Nor chatthy Time and Glory Heavens would breake. 
| Now ſince I cannot ſee my Alcons Face, 
And find nor Vows,nor Prayers to have place 
With guilty Stars, this Mountaine ſhall become 
Tome a \xcred Altar, and a Tombe 
To famous Alcon : here,as Daies, Month:,Y cares 
& | Bocircling glide, I ſacrifice will teares : 
Here ſpend my remnant Time,exil'd from Mirth, 
Till Death atlaſt turne Moparch of my Earth. 
Shepheards on Forth,and you by Doves Rocks, 
Which uſe to ſing and ſport,and keep your Flocks, 
Pay Tribute here of Teares,ye never had 
Toaggravate your Moanes a cauſe more ſad; 
And to their ſorrows hither bring your Mands, 
Charged with {weeteſt flow'rs, and with pure m_ ; 
(Faire 
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(Faire Nymphs) the Hyacinth and Roſe 
Spred on the Place his Relics do encloſe, - 
Orertie Helen Verſe in Tre put 


er his Hearſe a Verſe in Cypres cut - v7 
Vertuedid dyc,Goodnefle but harme did give, | | ( 
- Afﬀterthenoble Alcon cens'dto live, 
: p an Earthquake (uffer'd , lofing Him; 
Loves brighteſt Conltellatioa turned Dim, = 


Hymne; 


Sg Aviour of Mankind, Mai imanuel,  * 

JF ho fonleſſe died for Sin;who vengquiſht Hell, 

The firſt fruits of the Grave, whoſe life did givi 

Light to onr D arkne:,in whoſe death we live. 

O then thou myfaith, correft my will, 

That mine may thine obey: proteft we ftil,, 

Sos that the Intter death may not devour 

My ſoule ſeal'd with thy Seals ; ſo in the houre 

When thou whoſe body (anitified thy Tombe 

(lnjwſtly judg'd) « glorious Judge (halt come 
dge the World with Juſtice ; by that fignt 

e known andemtertained for thint.. 
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Oth then the es Sl Soba ae ated [ 
Ir, this tbe Juſtice which on Earth we find ? + | and 
Is this that fad Decree which all doth bind ? - — -- o. 
Aretheſe your Influences Powers above ? 

Thoſe Soules which vices moody Milts moſt blind;*: bo 
Blind Fortune blindly moſt their friend doth prove; | :# 
And they who thee (poore Idoll) Vertue love 
Ply like a feather toſs'd by [torme and wind, 
Ah 1 (if a Providence doth {way this Al).) 

Wh Minds groane under molt diſtreſſe, 
ride Humility make thrall, 
= infaries the Innocent oppreſle ? 
Heavens hinder,ftop this Fatc,or grant « Time 
When Good may have as well as Bad their Prime, 
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| They ſadly darke zndcloudy doappeare3 

Right lo my taoughts,and lo my Rotes do change, 
Sweet if ye (emide,and howuleit ye look trange, 
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Nor ſee the Ares of that faire Court ; 

For if then ſaw'ſt what wonders there reſort, 
The poore intelligence-that movesthat ſphexce- 
Like ſoules aſcending to thoſe Joyes above; - 
Pack never wonldft thou turne,nor thence _—— 
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. | And Churches hallow'd policy deface; | 

When you ſhall but one gener all —" 2 . 
(As Averrees did one generall Soule ) 
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Ah Ln this Monument, vow it Gueſts it keeps, 
| Three grave Juſticiars, whom true worth did raiſe, 
The Muſes Daclings,whole Jofle Phirbus weeps : 
belt mens dclight, the glory of their daies. 
; Une we would ſay but feare,and ſtand in aw 
Toturne idolaters,and break your Law; 
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O not repive (bleſt foule) that bumble wits - 
Do make mw am the er of their Verſe 1 } 
No high ſtrain'd Muſe our times and forrowsfits + 
And we do ſigh, not ſing, to crown thy Hearſe. | 
"Thy wileſt Prince,e're manag'd Brittaines State 

- Didnotdiſdaine in numbers cleere und brave, 
The vertues of thy Sire to celebrate, 

And fix a rich 60 his Grave. 

didſt deſerve _ lteſle ; and here in Jet, 
That by « Princes hand no lines are ſet 
oO : the caule is now this Land —_ none. 
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TO 


Tbe Obſequies of the bleſſed "TAY 
JAMES, King of Great Brittaine. 


Et holy David, Solomon the Wile, 

- | LiThat King, whoſe Breaſt ,Eyeris did inflame ; 
Auguſtus, Helens Son, Great in all Eyes, , 

Bo \ > ns low to thy Maxſolegn Frame z 

And bow before thy Laurels Apadem. 

Let all thoſe ſacred Swans, which to the Skies 

By never-dying Layes bave rais'd their Name, 

From North to South, where Sun doth ſet and riſe. 

Religion, Orphan, waileth ofre thy Urne, 

4 weeps out her Eyes, now truly blind, 

0 Niobes the remnant Vertues turne 3 

Fame, bat to blaze thy Glories,ſtaies bebind | 

I'th* World, which late was golden by thy —_— : 


Iz Iron turn'd,qnd horrid "P thy Death. 
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 Onthe Deathof a yung Lady, 


Tz pays which pale Death in Duſt did turne, 
And clos'd ſo ſdog withih a Goffin (ad, 
Did paſſe like Lightning, like to Thunder burhie ; 
So little Life, ſo iyuch of Worth it bad / 
Heavens but to ſhew their Might bere made it ſhine, 
"0 Mehr ird, then in the Worlds diidaine 
1) did call it back fgaine,' 
(a Marked vaunt (he kept what was Divine, 
What'cafi We kope fot more ? whit mote en joy ? 
Sith faireſt _ thus ſoonelt bave their End ;. 
And, as on Bodies ſhadbws do attend, 
Sith all our fsfollow'sd with antoy ? 
She isnot dend,ſhe lives where [he did love, 
Her Memory ot FRO, het ſoy't above, 


$9k 


- Ond Wight, who drevin'ſt of Greatneſs, Glory,Stite, 
F And Worlds of Pleaſures, Honours dolt deviſe, 
Awake, Learne how that kete thou art vt Great, 
Nor glorious, By this Montartithe turfie wiſe, 


One it enſhriqerh ſþrunt of ancient ftemm, 

And (if that Bloud tobilit cali make ,) 

From which ſome Kings have not diſdain'd to take 
T heir proud Delcent,a rare and matchlefſe Gemm. 


A Beauty here it holds by full aſſurance, 
Tb which no blooming Reuſe was more refin'd, 
r Mornings Bluſh mdfe rrdiant ever ſhin d, 

*:#Ab }tco oo keto Morne and Roſeat lalt. 
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Did Yeares and Sex tranſcend, To whomthe Heaven 


More Vertue than to all had 
For Vertue TS 


Faire Mirth,ſweet Converſation, Madeſty,. P 
And what cy: tr of Numbers did conctive | 
By Muſes Nine,a nd Graces moethan Three, 


+ clos'd withia the Compalle of this Grave, - 


Thas Death all Earthly glories doth cobfound, 
Loe ' how much Worth « little Dull doth bound, - 
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Fx from theſe Bankes exiled be all Joyes, 
Contentments, Pleaſures, Mulick (cares relief) 
Tears, Sighs,Plaints, Horrours, Frightments, ſad Annoies 
laveſt theſe Mountaines,fill all Heares with Griefe. 


Here Nightia 


and Turtles vent your moanes z 


_—_— d bere come feed thy Flocke, 
thy ” 1acinth amidlt our Groanes, 
Plaine Eccho thy Nareiſw from our Rocks. 


Lolt have our Meadstheir Beauty, Hills their Gemms, 
Our Brooks their Chriſtall, Groves their pleaſant ſhade, 
The faireſt Flow'r of all our Anademms 

Death cropped hath, the Le:b4 chaſte is dead, 


Thus figh'd the Tyne then ſhrunke beneath his Urne, 
And Mcads, Brooks, Rivers, Hills about did mourne. 
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He Flowerdl :Vitgins in tee biidie of yeures 

By ruthlefſe Deſtinies is ta'ne away, 

'  Andrap'd fron Barth, poore Earth, before this Day, 
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Beauty to Heaveirlsfied,ſweet Model 

No more appeares ; She whoſe harmoniqus unde 

Did raviſh cbarnie Minds deepeſt wounds, 

d with whany a Teare now low doth lye. 


Faire Hopes now vaniſh'd are ; She ſhould have grac'd 
A Princes Marriage- Bed ; but (loe }) io Heaven 

Bleſt Canary her were to be given | { | 
She liv$an in Angell, now i is with nd plac, | 


Vertuehs but a Name abſtra8ly erimm'd, 
Interpreting what ſhe wasin «ffeR, 

A ſhaddow'frotmher' Frame which did reflect, 
A Pouttrait by her Excellencies bmmV, O 
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Thou whom fiee- will or chance bath bicher brought, | 
And read'(t ; s Hero lies a Branch of 1farlands ftemm, | 
And S#jtovs Off -(pring ; know that either Name | 
Peſignes all worth yet reacht by burane Fhoughe, 


Tombes (elſe-where ) aſe Life's their Gnelts to give, 
Theſe Alhes can fraile Monuments make live. 
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Ike tothe Gardens Eye, the Mabe: A Flow'n 
With purple Pompe that daz the Sight ; 
Or as among the lefſer Gems of Night, _ 


The Uſher of thte Planet of the Houres : 


Sweet 19> ſhinedſt or this World of ours, 

Of all PerfeRti-vs having trac'd the hight, = 

Thine outward trame was faire, faire A. 12.7 Powers, 
A Saphire Lantborne,and an incenſelight. 

Hence, the enamour'd Heaven as too too good 

On Earths all-tboroy ſoyle long to abide, 


 Tranſplanted totheir Fields ſo rare a Bud, 


Wherefrom thy Sun no cloud thee now can hide. 
Earth moan'd herlofle, arid wiſh'd ſhe bad the grace 
Not to have known, or known thee longer ſpace. 
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Ard Laws of mortall Life / 
A bs, hg ROT _ come without conſent, 
ike Tapers, li to been : 
Our Giiefes mw. were _? Fer 
When joyes but balting march,and ſwiftly fly 
Like ſhadows inthe Eye : . 
The (ſhadow doth not yeeld nato the Sun, 
But Joyes and Life do waſte even when begun" _; 
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* On the Death of 4'\Nobleman in 
Scotland, buried at Aithen. 


A 2bocty Pexrly Coronet let fall, 
Clad in [ad Robes upon thy Templgs ſect, 
The weeping Cypreſle,or the ſable Jet. 


Mourne this thy Nurſlings lofſe, a loſe which all 
eApolor Quire demoanes, which many yeares 
Cannot repaire,nor Influence of Spheares, 


Ah ! when ſhalt they find Shepheard like to him, 
Who made thy Bankes more by his worth, 
Then all thoſe Gems thy Rocks and Streams ſcad forth, 


His ſplendor otbers Glow-worm light did dim, 
Sprung of an ancient and a vertuous Race, 
He Vertue more than many did embrace. 


He fraq/d to mildnefle thy halfe-barbarous ſwaines, 
The Good- mans Refage, of the bad the fright, 
Cvparaleld in tricnd{bip, worlds Delight. 


For Holpitality along thy Plaiacs 
 Far-taim'd,a Patron,and a Patterne faire, 
| Of Piety, the Mules chicte repaire. 


Moſt debogaire,in Courtefie ſupreame, | 
Lov'd of the meane, and honour'd by the Great, 
Nee daſht by Fortaoe, nor caſt downby Fate, 
To prelent,aadto atcer Times a Theame. 
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; Aichen, thy Teares poute on this filevt Grave, us 
And drop them inthy Alabaſter cave, 

And Ni#bes Imager ine; ' 

And when thou beſt diſtilled berea Tombe, 
Enchace in it thy Pearls, and let it beare, 
Aizhens oft Gem and honour ſhrin'd lies here, 
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Ame Regiſterof Time 

Finite mthy Scfowlerbat I - 

Of Wiſdome Lover, and ſweet Pocſic, 

Was cropped in my brime : 

And 1ipe in worth, though green in-yeares, did dye. 
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Uſtice, Truth, Peace, and Hoſpitality, 
Friendſ{bip,and Love, being reſolv'd ro dye 
In theſe lewd Times,have choſen here to have 
 Withjult crue pious —<<—=their Grave ; 
Them cheriſh'd he fo much,fo much did grace, 
Thet they 6n Earth would chooſe none other Place. 
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\YA Febaae oo deck hisTrophees ſtop thy breath, 
Rare Ornament and Glory of theſe Parts - 

A'l with moiſt Eyes might ſay, and ruthfull hearts, 

That things immorcall vaſſal'd were to Deatb, 


What Good in Parts on many (har'd we ſee 

Fr vw Nature, gracious Heaven, or Fortune flow, 
Tomakee Maſter» Picce of worth below, 
Heaven, Nature, Fortune gavein grofle to Thee, 
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- In Honour, Boanty,Rich,ia Valour, Wit, 

* InCourtcfic, Borne of an ancient Race, y 
With Bayes in war, with Olives crown'd in Peace, 
' Match'd great, with Of-ſpring for great Actions fit, 


No Ruſt of Times,nor Vertue wan 

| WithTimes to change, when Truth, Faith, Love decay'd, 
' Tnthis new Age (like Fate thou fixed ſtay'd 

Of che firſt World an all- 1all Man, 


£-irneben veal a pride dag 
*s ince hi ed tot 

| And well the redhat a Gem rare , 

{ . Thy loyalty and merit did require. 


* Yenres cannot wrong thy Worth,that now appeares 
By others fet as Diamonds among Pearles, , 

A Queens deare Foſter, Father tq three Earles, 
Enough on Earth to triumph are o'ce yeares. 


Life a Sex- voyage is,Death is the Haven, 

| And fraught with bonoar there thou baſt arriv'd, 
Which Thouſands ſceking have on Rocks been driven, 
\ That Good adornes thy Grave which with thes liv'd - 


For a fraile Life which here thou did(t enjoy, 
Thon.now 3 laſting kaſt freed of Annoy. 
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V [thintbe Clolreof tils Narrow Grave 3 
Eqeutr nur 1s vapo now could tavet 

But oo this Marble they ſhall notbe'read, + 

For tenths Linagenywould the Dead, - 
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He le Danghter of a King of Prinely Part, 
In Beauty eminent, in Vertues.chieke, 
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Loadftar of Love,and Loadſtone of all hearts, 
Her Friends,and Husbands only 
Is here 
Whole Pa 


Joynvm Griakas Lu 
up within #-Marble | 
arelelno Tins no Clinntes lime 184 Yo 


th, 3 2 0 
ny 3oniflke Nay 
" 4 n w 1 5 \ 


V Erſes fraile Recordgare to keep aName, 
Or raiſe _ _ Menton __ _ 
he ſport and ſpey I ce; but far - 
More fraile the Frames of Touch and Marble Ire, 
Which envy, Avarice, Time ere long confound, 
Or mif-devotion equalls with the Ground. 
Vertue alone doth lalt,frees marrfrom Death, 
And, though deſpis'd and ſcorned here beneath, 
Stands grav'n in Angels Diamantine = —*g 
And blazed in the C tg abpvethe 
Thon waſtfaire 
And live ador'd in Gn did excell 
But what thou cither didſt poſſeſſe orlove, 
The Oraces Darlipg,and the maids of Jove; 
Courted by Fame for Bountics which the Heaven 
Gave thee in great, which if in Parcels given 


| dy fure might call, 
2 > who caſoyedt them all? 
Fm did inveſt 
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* Thou ſmilſt at Earths Contuonen and « j = 
.. And how for Cemraures Children we wage wars : 
- Like honey Flies, whoſe rage whole (warmey conſuges 
' Till Daſt thrown en them/makes them , ;theic 
| Thy fricndsto thee £ Mooament would ra; wp lumes, 
And lime thy Vertucs; but dull griefe thy Pr 
Breakes in the Entrance,and'aur Fake proves cajos 
What Cuty wrices that-WPcblat ont agaioe « - , 
- Yet Love a Pyramid of Sighs thee reares, 

And doth embaulme thee with Fare-wells and Tearcs 
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fe, mhrrtas ro by ,and mouroing _ cas ; 


Once Earths Delight, Heavens care; «pureſt Role. :- | 
And (Reader ) ſhould(t thou but let fall a Teare - 


Upon it,otherflow'rs hall bere appexce, 

Sad Violets and Hyacinths which grow 
With markes of yriefe t a pablike lofle toſhow. | £6, 
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Releming Eye, which daigneſt torhis Stone + | - 
The Living and cho Dead interr\d,for Dead  -- -1;; © - 
The Turtle in its Mate is ; and (he fled 
- From Earth, ber © choor'd this Place of Grits / 
To bound. - 2 (mallend ſad Relicfes 


His is this Monument,for bers no Art 
Could frame, a Pyramide rais'd of bis Heart. 
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Inſtead of Epitapbs and airy raiſe 

This Monument a Lady cbalte did raiſe 
To her = mg _ after Death 
Her Body unto this Place bequeath, 
- Toreſt with his,till Gods fhrill Tr 


Thooghtime berki,ud tim her logpeoah bangs. 
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